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** Pardon me,” interrupted Mercury, “ but here comes Plato, who the young Grace, who told me that his mother wa ’ ; 
+. . ONG , . } { 
THE ENGRAVING, is more au fait to novel writing than anv of us.” duce the tact among the notes of her next tract ups 
“Tt takes broader shoulders than mine to bear the weight of Mor- omy. But the town-talk us now about poor Thishe d the splendid 
PORTRAIT OF WASHINGTON IRVING. cury’s compliments,” said Plato, bowing to the company ashe filled dress she wore the wer eve g at Aspasia’s s 
on himselfa glass of cherry-bounce, which the shade of a Commun paw Ah' | heard that She was rehears ‘ ves w Dy 
Paunted by G. S. Newton-- Engraved by G, Parker. - 
aeionens negro presented him while speaking *You can hardiv call mea s, aller the party, throngh the chinks of a bmck w x he 
THE portrait of Wissiasen tavine tasters G00 painted, novel writer, however, if that’s what vou would imply, _ sel : rat of their voices shook down the bncks to the 
and so eagerly sought after, that our readers have probably seen have tried to _— up to my be ae deal of truth My dream of destruc of her Deautiul skirt 
more than one engraved copy claiming to be a likeness of the illus- Attentia, as cavillers so long called it, has at least been realized ‘Such at ‘ i neve ive happened ‘ ‘ 
trious original How great may be the resemblance to his features beyond the western main, as this gentleman will bear yneae ss.” iney co Philadelphia,” mildly interposed a . cal 
in some of them is not for us to say; but, appealing to our towns- ‘I eet you'd think se, if you mai our enlightened republick, ectacles set off features strongly rese 1 the sage 
men who are familiar with the features of one so gencrally beloved, ered a tall, raw-boned phantom, rushing up with out-streiched | “ 
hands to Pandora, who shrunk aghast, as she beheld him kick the I it s ¢ stranger seemed ‘ ‘pa 
we mav venture to assure those who have had no opportunity ot ‘ 6" ‘ ; ' 
judging for themselves, that no likeness of Mr. Irving has ever been mud from his shoes, upon one of Chester's best rugs thy for ak d , that crows wane 
presented to the publick so true and life-like as that which we lay ” why, Major Jack Downing, when upon earth did you come ‘ rv age the w 1 Plato, att same yas 8 
before them with the present number of the Mirror down exclaimed all with one voice pews Aaghe St a on ee ai 
* Upon arth! well now do tell—why, that’s a raal Christian oath, \ America said the stranger as he elf 
- the first I've hearn since I was Lynched up vonder in our gover “0 es i kod the rimstone-« rune a le 
DIALOGUES OF THE DEAD. ment of laws I ravther think, though, I've got on side of the ut. af . was comely for a man of " ed doctor 
majority, at last, for there’sa mighty heap of folks here, and they Ave | eodings of the Soer ( nu 
NEW-YEAR’'S VISITING IN HADES. seem to be one wavy of thinking.’ « Norw ot your co ry My \ \\ 
inter * Rightly observed,” rejomed the moralizmg Plato; “ Deat kle, Ik ‘ vad, bef our club, a ‘ ‘ 
BY Fr. HOFFMAN indeed, the true asserter of the democracy of numbers ; the ' ann \ rad d « Mr Whe 
measurer of each one’s plot of land; the loco-foco of Etermty. By r i ‘ ‘ ‘ 
* When we seem part aS ull, the reade iy rest assured, there is ¢),,, wav, has any one read De ‘locqueville i es oly ciem t eca { sk 
always some deep teanii under i Britisé Lssaytist i 
: Before any one could reply, a throng of visiters rushed, with ela- — tmishers \ ! the | x ‘ ry 
“Hapry New-Year to you! Paris, my dear fellow, where doyou porous greetings, through the open doors, and Mercury withdrew, over w od . a 
call next!” ered the dashing Castor, re ining Up Dis three-minute with his grave protege, to a wit dow near, where, shaded partly ty t e ¢ real 1 oul ks the way. « er 1 an 
trotter in passing tie handsome Trojan the damask curtams, he could, unobserved, comment upon the con Some Ht HW knowledge | es W 
“Why I've just begun on my list,” re plied the dandy rival of pany, for the benefit of the stranger ; hen on : ey al mae oncnnal , “a 
Menalaus, ** it’s not a long one, however. Society tn Hades 1s be- * That,” said he, poimting to a lean, unhappy looking mar s nevolent P rwill sulope ‘ © eve ol 
coming so mixed that one really must be particular, and I visit only Jason, the argonaut, whose health has been nearly destroved by ad | - ry 7 
the old stand-by's.” worrying anxiety about the delay in the South-sea expedition. The thropy—ve | ‘ “ ‘ ' ve o 
* Right—right, by all means—I don’t go the new Nabobs neither, gentleman so seriously engaged with the paté de fors gras, is Luc clus ' of fee what s he. ve 
except that milliouarre Midas, who keeps a capital cook, and has lus, whom they had up in the Court of Sessions the other day for : 3 sali iaallion % ge en. 
plenty of Chateau im his cellar But who's that old quiz, nbrim.  , olating the statute, by having quail in his larder before the end of sane ec. have extended vour foateris i the : 
stone-coloured gaiters, that Mercury's got under his wing tointroduce QQ eroher, The grum-looking fellow, who is taking the tankard of beer im « . so embrace the Ain , lead 
to the infernals /” from that black tellow—whom you may recognise as the ghost ol poor mus « to find us, amid the ce 4 
‘Some modern bore, I'll be sworn, for they never send us lads Sion. the waiter—is Ca as. of Cancun, @hoence bert an oveter- . know yp Pe ER ie Ra 
of lite and spirit from the earth any more cellar under Tammanvy-hall. but whom the republican habits of the unt “ r nes Wave sllowe | we of 
“* No, they are all used up before they get here. An overworked,  p)ace now admit into good society. Those well-limbed youths eh Ae oil Oa he fa dat 
spavined, broken-down set—but, adios, Amigo And waving his striped euernseysand blue jackets. are Guvas and Cloanthus. the two. st . - tevion: anil ¢ ’ i ie 
furred glove to Paris, in the same moment that he touched his e¢rack oarsmen of the Castle-Garden boat-clubs. The old fellow ina of t ! ‘ was thy de ome 
spirited nag with the whip, the ha@ht sulky of Castor whirled by the Yoman toga and gre orduroys ts Crassua. one of the heaviest me exe ‘ wY Visio af ow j —— 
more showy stanhope of his fnend, and both were out of sightin a jn Wall-street ; and the thin-faced man talking to him is Evande age ¢ «-honoured Humt the , 
moment. who, elated with the suecess of his operations upon the Palatine Wie terposed Mayor Ja erv. stich 
“Those are gay youths,” observed the stranger to Mercury, as has diy ped too large o Chicago lots, and is now trying to persuade though I dor nderstand half « e a 
the two paused upon the curb-stone to admire the skill with which hian jobberto « h him in a speculation upon pre-en evervth , » hee | h . none i 
Castor at full speed wound among a crowd of ommibuses. ** Are they s in the Sauk and Fox territory, just ceded to governme vara | h enke. ia. to any the al en ; “ee 
of much consideration among the internals l wrv-necked m YT tform of a militia colonel, ws Alex evertiow trot { creatio It « u - p ¥ 
* They! No! a couple of extravagant, dissipated dogs Paris af- nder the Great. who ts in ) spirits from having been the oth and y same a he all acked bie ad 
fects exclusiveness, because everybody cuts him, ard that horse- day pre ted regiment with a pair of silver pitchers, forthe wil s ec, 8 es the man of sixty arterwar a he — 
jockey Castor has run up such a devil of a bill at every liverv-stable military skill he s displayed anywhere between Umon-square and as wl ce wasa \ Phere’s the e1 St New-York 
in town, that he must open one himself, or learn to go on foot. His the Battery. d ten years of patriotic k service just expired now, w | t water-por.e 
brother Pollux 1s of the same flash set. Minos held him to bail the Eneas, who st taking his leave, you know, of course, as the ‘0 » adopt it wr « em and call hers . emia 
other day for provoking a boxing-match with a Yankee pupil of Ful- pending action for breach o omise im Judge Irving's court, bas » , stead of the pitiful Ce cy epitl ee os 
ler’s, whom a steamboat explosion, or rail road accident had sent quite poly made him too notorious. The poney-built fellow mn dark « ned they sick shade of rank while the I ’ Ar 
unexpectedly to Hades.” fustian and driving-gloves, is Phaeton, who lost twelve hundred d: and the Atheman philosophe wed vrave 
* You receive a good many American ghosts in that way,” ob irs lately, by his mare slipping her shoulder on the d Avenue suggest 
served the stranger since the he got himself im trouble by taking the reins of one of Hector, who, though dressed m flan » Tes yiment 
* Why, ves, confound them,” replied Mercury, “ human life is of Brewer's omnibuses, and trying to run a man ealled Homan, off the skulked about the room as if conscious of the b ch he 
so little value among that queer people, that they keep me always line this sisters, the Heliades, were sad romps, until the corpora- was held { as osed connexion w the ¢ P 
busv | have only to look in the morning papers for some ** Card,” cut down their poplar representatives upon earth, to sober their stled fo \ hearme the shade of M. de ¢ an dre 
exouerating a rail-road company, or steamboat sk ‘cr from*‘tall  v tv, and get nd of cate llars Ah!” said Mercury, interrupt s t ’ out Canada affairs. but st at this mon ta 
blame,” and Lam sure to tind a troop of Yankee ghosts, bargaining r himself, and glancing out of the window, as a plainly dre ssed, t om took place the receni , ; orma 
with Charon, to work their passage across the Styx. Buthere we are rather aristocratick-looking man, of about forty, with smooth lock night be seen « together and ra ' — p-toe 
at the house of Pandora, the first woman that was ever made, and = * t ouched w gray, crossed the pavement to the street-door, to k over eacl shoulders, while ‘ The hi 
of course at the head of society here, seeing that the fatal box, which vere Ar wae sho Sl ste pped out of lus new locomotive, dians | Ind s* ran round the curele 
she opene d upon earth, has done everything to kee p up the popuia Pou-sto He is . By tin outed Ma Jack t ‘ n 
tion of this place The compliments of the season to you,” But here the babel of talk became so noisy around him, that he countrymen, the Se oles, for | saw in th a 
added Mercury, bowing to the lady, as he introduced tus fmend upon = ©° d not go on, and, motion to the stranger to continue the Gineral Jess p had sent the hull tarnel ‘ ck 
entering the drawing-rvom of Pandora, ** whata beautiful ottoman!’ stody of character for himself, Mercury retired to arrange ab ‘ The remark called the attention of eve ‘ ‘ it 
“It's one good Penelope embroidered for me. How do you like at congressional speeches which had perished, and been dismissed to opening “P \ , od te make a 
the barbarick pattern of these slippers ! My husband's friend Tecum the shades as soon as bor of warnour spi ] © was a deey ‘ oft the 
seh, sent me a pair of moccasins, and I thought | lysses would like Adonis, the Pelham of the infernals, was talking with Pandora— _ fernals. ‘The portals of the saloon were thrown wide ¢ t 
something of the same kind to wear about the house. Have you read and th er stening to their elegant twaddle, could not fail of the conquered Seminoles entered m the guise of—a decrepid 1 
this?” continued she, glancing toward the stranger as she selected a [0 be str i similarity of subjects in good society all ove cro, an old squaw and three half-blood children 
volume in boards from among a pile of annuals upon the centre- © world Phe peal of ghter which followed, awoke me just in time to 
table *And so,” says Pandora, **Cleopatra has really purchased the jear J he chamber-maid exelaim as she extended a cup of fra 
“Ernest Maltravers ? No! I have not, madam, but I'm told it’s very Whole set of three udred dollar handkerchiefs for which we were rant coftece th ms f-drawn curtam, ** A y new-vear to 
popular in Hades ; yet how a genius so resplendent as that of Bulwer all dying?” es md good dreams of last 1 ‘ © true, as 
can delight in catering for the taste of the infernals, is “* There's ‘ t of it,” replied Adonis; “I had it from one of I'm sure they will t ‘ 
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THE FOUNTAIN. 


BY JAMES G. WHITTIER 


Essex county, is a beautiful foun- 
ts of a mayestick and vent 
n of the Powwow nver 


Ons the declivity of al , in Salisbury, 
tain of clear water gushiag out trom the very ro 
rable oak, Itis about two miles from the juncti 
with the Merrimack 





Traveller ' on thy journey toiling 
By the swilt Powwow— 

With the summer sunshine falling 
On thy heated brow, 

Taste , While all else is sti 4 

To the vrouklet from the hull 


, 
Wild and sweet the flowers are blowmg 


Lv that streamlet’s side, 


Al da yvreener vi ra re showing 
Where its waters glide 
Down the hill-slope murmuring on 
Over root and mossy stone 
Where yon oak his broad arms flingeth 
Oe 


sloping full, 





Beautiful and freshly springeth 
‘That soft flowing mill, 
Through its dark roots, wreathed and bare, 


Crushing up to sun and air 


Brighter waters sparkled never 
In that magick we 

Of whose git of lite torever 
Ancient legends tell 

In the lonely desert wasted, 

And by mortal lip tuntasted 

Waters which the pro d Castilian*® 
Sought with longing eves, 

Underneath the bight pavilion 
Ot the Indian skies , 

Where upon his forest way 

LB! vomed the flowers of Florida 


Years ago 4 lonely stranger, 
With the dusky brow 

Of the outeast forest ranger, 
Crossed the swift Powwow ; 

And betook him to the mill, 

And the oak upon the hill 


(er his face of moody sadness 
For an mstant shone, 

Something like a gleam of gladness, 
As he stooped him down 

To the fountaim’s grassy side 


And his eager thirst supplied 


With the oak its shadow throwing 
(er his mossy seat, 

And the cool, sweet waters flowing 
Softly at his feet, 

ly by the fountai’s rim, 


"That lone Indian seated him 


Close 


Autumn's earhest frost had given 


‘To the woods below 
Hues of beauty such as heaven 
Lendeth to its bow; 
And the sott breeze from the west 
Searcely broke their dreamy rest 


Far behind was Ocean striving 
With his chains of sand ; 

Southward sunny glimpses giving 
“"Twixt the swells of land, 

On its calm and silvery track 

Rolled the tranquil Merrimack 


Over village, wood and meadow, 
Ciazed that stranger man, 
Sadly, ull the twilight shadow 
Over all things ran, 
Save where spire and westward pane 
Flashed the sunset back again 


Gazing thus upon the dwelling 
Of his warriour sires, 

Where no lingering trace was tellig 
Of ther wigwam fires 

Who the gloomy thoughts might know 

Of that wandering child of wo’ 

Naked lay in sunshine glowing, 
Hills that once had stood 

Down their sides the shadows throwing 
Of a mighty wood, 

Where the deer his covert kept, 

And the eagle’s pimion swept ! 


Where the bireh canoe had ghded 
Down the swift Powwow, 

Dark and gloomy bridges strided 
Those clear waters now ; 

And, where once the beaver swam, 

Jarred the wheel and frowned the dam 


For the wood-birds merry singing, 
And the hunter's cheer, 

Iron clang and hammer's ringing, 
Smote t pon his ear; 

And the thick and sullen smoke 

From the blackened forges broke 


Could it be, bis fathers ever 
Loved to linger her 
‘hese bare hills—this conquered river— 


* De Soto, who, in the sixteenth century, penetrated into the wilds of the 
new world ia search of gold, and the fountain of perpetual youth 


Could they hold them dear, 
With their native loveliness 
‘Tamed and tortured into this! 
Sadly, as the shades of even 

Gathered o'er the hill, 

While the western half of heaven 





Blusbed with sunset still, 
From the fountain’s mossy seat, 


‘Turned the Indian's weary feet. 


Year on year hath flown forever, 
But he came no more 

To the hill-side or the river 
Where he came betore 

But the v llager can tell 

Of that strange man’s visit well 

And, the merry children laden 
With thei fruits or Howers— 


naiden, 


Roving boy and 





In their schoul-d 





Love the simple tale to tell 
Of the Indian and his well 





LETTER FROM LAURIE TODD. 


ON THE USE OF TOBACCO: 


BEING INCOHERENT, ABSTRACT AND UNCONNECTED IDEAS, FLOATING 
IN THE BRAIN, WHILE THE SMOKE 18 CURLING FROM THE PIPE 
“This Indian weed, now wither'd quite, 
Though green at noon, cut down at night, 
Shows thy decay 
All flesh is hay, (grass,) 
Thus think, and smoke tobacco 
And when the smoke ascends on high, 
Then thou behold’st the vanity 
Of worldiv stuff, 
Gone with a puff 
Thus think, and smoke tobacco 


Now, what do you think of this, you Anti- Narcotick and Broken 
Pipe Association? The above two stanzas are only part of a very 
long and a very orthodox poem, extracted from Ralph Erskine’s 
gospel sonnets, entitled, “ Tobacco Spiritualized,” and published in 
Edinburgh, about the middle of the last century, with a number of 
recommendations. Now, this same worthy divine used to compose 
his best sermons with a long pipe in his mouth, his person propped 
upright in an arm-chair, his left leg resting on a bunch of Scotch 
heather, with his face turned upward, watching the wreaths of 
smoke ascend on high. It was then that the young ideas shot up 
from the heart to the head. He would take his stand on a hill-side, 
with the sky for a canopy, and preach two hours on a stretch, to an 
audience of more than five thousand, without a note to mar his elo- 
quence, nor a written sermon within a mile of him. But now, we 
have a set of simple men, the sons of silly women—readers, not 
preachers, of the gospel—who fulminate their bulls, or paper procla- 
mations, against this powerful weed. It is well these self-conceited 
mortals neither possess the spirit, nor the power, of Pope Pius the 
seventh; otherwise our own and the heads of our pipes might be 
flving in the air, like the light shell of a Wethersfield onion. Have 
these men never read of Sir Walter Raleigh, whose servant mistook 





the fumes of the pipe for the smoke of a volcano, issuing from the 
throat of his master? Have they never read of Sir Isaac Newton, 
who fnistook the fore-finger on the right hand of his mistress for the 
stopper of his pipe, as he blew the smoke at the moon, where his 
head had gone before? It is highly probable, had it not been for 
the ascending smoke. and for the contemplations that therefrom 
ensued, we never would have heard of the Newtonian system, nor 
of the whole arcana of lunar observations. I think, my fnend Mr. 
Editor, itis a fact beyond all controversy, that the good, the wise 
and the great, in all ages, have been profound smokers. Columbus, 
Hudson and Americus, were all welcomed to these shores by the 
ancient men of the tribes, bearng the calumet of peace. But ob- 
serve: the long-pipes hold no communion with the whole fraternity 
of beardless cigar-smokers, whether they be male or female. It 
was on one of those mild, calm, clear, moonlight nights, which we 
have seen this season, even as late as the eghth of December, I 
was sitting on my stoop, enjoying the cheap and sober luxury of the 
pipe; the nver lay like a field of glass before me; the full-orbed 
moon dancing in the gentle ripple of the ebbing tide; the | 





the many upper and lower chambers in Ravenswood, where, thre: 
years ago, there stood only one solitary mansion; the laugh and the 
sound of mirth from the village of Yorkville 
was one hard, uncompromising rock of stone; the blaze from a 





which, ten vears ayo 


thousand lamps on the Third-Avenue, stretching even beyond the 
heights of Harlem, where but lately trod the heavy foot of the 
shaggy bear, the light moceasin of the Indian and the warlike tramp 
of the Hessian soldier. Apropos: in repairmg my old farm-house 
at the Cove, we found a cannon-ball which had lodged between the 
clapboards and the lath and plaster. My next neighbour, now four- 
score and twa, informs me, that he lived in the same house he now 
occupies, on the day of the battle of Flatbush; that a party of the 
retreating American army crossed at Hurlgate ferry; that a com- 
pany of the British troops followed them to the river, but did not 
cross; that the Americans fired several shots from York Island 
at the British; and, as the soldiers gathered round this house, (now 
mine,) it being kept as a tavern at that ume, the Americans directed 
their fire at the house, which got pretty well peppered; that he had 
no doubt but that that was one of the balls, (Lhave no doubt neither 
said ball weighs about twelve pounds; I would not take a dollar a 
pound for it.) That mght the Brinsh officers took up their head 
quarters in this same house. They did not think it worth while to 
follow up their victory, as, from the sample they had seen thro 

the day, they thought they could conquer the Americans at 1 

leisure. They accordingly invited two or three dozen of the farmers 
daughters from Newtown, Hallett’s-Cove and the Dutch Hills 
some of whose fathers were tories, and went willingly; the others 
thinking, as matters stood, that it was better to coax the « evil than 


to fight him, went, of course. Be this as it may, they kept up a 


regular war-dance with the Dutch lasses till daylight in the morning. 
Not so did Washington. He never slept in the lap of Delilah when 
his country’s interest was at stake; for, before the drowsy Britons 
(tired with war, wine and dancing) had rubbed their heavy eyelids, 
he was mustering his ragged army in the streets of Morristown. 

But to return to the lights on Harlem Heights, ete. The night 
was bland; everything spoke of life, peace and serenity. Thinks I 
to myself, how kind is the Giver of all good. He tempers the winds 
to the strength of the shorn lamb. How much this second summer 
mitigates the pressure. If the times are hard, the season is softer 
than usual. Banks and safety-funds may evaporate in smoke; but 
the bank of Prowdence will never suspend payment, as long as wood 
grows and water runs. By-the-by of the season. The signs of the 
times are all in favour of a mild winter. The scarcity of wild-fruit, 
as acorns, etc., is a sign that seldom or never fails. He that hangs 
Creation on his arm and feeds her at his board, when he sees a long 
winter at hand, provides an extra store of fruit in the woods, to 
supply the needs of the raven, the squirrel and the sparrow. Of 
how much more value, in his sight, is man, than many sparrows! 
Yet man, to whom he has given reason, power and faculties, above 
the brutes that perish, is the only animal, in all the creation of God, 
that acts contrary to nature, reason, re ligion and common sense. 
Were men, in the day of prosperity, to look out for adversity, in the 
hey-day of summer to lay up for winter; were there no drunkards, 
nor foolish spendthrifts, our world would soon louse the slanderous 
nick-name of being miserable. Were one-tenth of the money that 
is spent in buying and tuning pianofortes, laid out in knitting-needles, 
and one-fourth part of the time that is lost in jingling the machine, 
employed in making stockings, | verily believe the balance of trade 
would be in our favour, and you would not see so much splendid 
misery walking up Broadway. I do not think, Mr. Editor, you 
ever saw a piano in the habitation of the Friends, nor did you ever 
see any sple ndid masery there. When I first saw New-York, there 
was only one hosiery-store in the city; it was kept by Mr. Winslow, 
at number nine Wall-street; it was a small concern, the profits of 
which were not sufficient to kee p soul and body togethe r; for the 
honest man was obliged to shave people with Castile-soap and rain- 
water to eke out a living. He was a barber by trade; not the sort 
of shavers with which Wall-street swarms at thisday. Then, there 
was nota broker in Wall-street. Mr. Winslow was an Englishman by 
birth, always neat and clean in his clothes and person—obliging too, 
and shaved the customers himself, with a clean apron, white cotton 
stockings, shining black shoes and silver buckles, black velvet small- 
clothes, white muslin vest, clean shirt, (not check, like those of the 
hateful dandies of our day,) his few scattering hairs carefully gathered 
behind and tied with a neat black rnband, his head powdered, like 
snow. In short, though a barber, he was a gentleman of the old 
school; not like the old, withered, would-be dandies of our day, 
with a black-hair wig on their head, and a large bunch of whiskers 
on each side of their mouth, as white as the hind-quarters of a Russian 
bear, in the month of December. Nothing, to me, appears more 
hateful; it looks like a flock of old sheep, dressed in lambs’- 
wool. 

Mr. Winslow’s shop was in an old frame-building, next house to 
the corner of Wall and Broad-streets, on the Broadway side, in Wall- 





street. The first house round the corner, in Broad-street, was an 


old Duteh frame-building, the gable-end fronting the street, with five 
or six steps to climb up to the stoop, having a broad board on each 
side of the door, forming a comfortable seat for eight persons. Here 
John Babb kept an iron cage manufactory, wherein to confine tame 
birds ina free country. It was from this stoop that General Hamil- 
ton addressed the sovereign people, assembled in front of the old 
City-hall, in 1795, to consider on, dispose of and discuss the merits 
of the famous British treaty, whose fate was then pending before 


Congress. His powerful arguments and eloquent language inflamed 
their plebeian souls; they cut short his speech, forced him from 


the stoop and dragged him through the gutter. Savs I to myself. 
and this is all the thanks that you have got for fighting alongside of 


Washington, for the liberty of conscience and the freedom of speech 


It was then proposed and carned by acclamation, to burn the treaty. 


So the hod-men and car-men, the fish-men and clam-men, the ash 






men and water-men, adjourned to the Bow!ir rreen and set fire to 
the treaty, while the Inshme n beat the “ White Boys’ Varch,’ and 
the F 

tree stood at the corner of Broad and Wall-streets at that time 





renchmen sang, * Dansa, la Carmanol.”" A large buttonwood 


Not having seen a meeting of the sovereign people in a free country, 
I was curious to mark how matters were managed. Accordingly | 


o help me among the branches, where I could see, 


some one t 


and be out of harm's way 


But to return to the buttonwood-tree 





stood there since the davs of Governour Von Twiller. On the op- 
posite corner, where Burtsell keeps his blank-books, there stood the 
only watch-house then in New-York. Next to the wateh-houss 


in Broad-street, was the residence of the worthy and vene 





Doctor Anthon. Lower down dwelt Conrod W. Ham, who. for 
crackers, cakes and oly-cooken, was second to none, (excepting 


N:cholas Bogart.) On the opposite side was the house of Alderman 





Nitchue These three were the last of the Mol ins, and with them 
may be said to have perished the last of the Dutch dynasty 
Broad-street. Under this tree, on a warm afternoon or evening, | 
often listened to the jokes, tales ar mori it s ne ner 
bours, as they smoked their pipes and speke of other times. B 
this tree is dead, plucked up by the roots, destroyed by the ruthless 
hand of improvement It might have stood; there was roor 
enough and to spare, on the pavement; | eV dug a pit under its 
roots, Wherein to stow Yankee run Jamaica spirits. I pass 
stast V turne ui = sto = ; It Was in the nv 
f May; t tree was in f t! vy, Ww t t 
ranches wallowing im the r Il? tit was a i - 
to mur rto hav 1 tree Ww = s - © Vear s A 
wished a curse on every rum-cask a ! t 8 
ts place ping the hoops might burs the rum sca t 
rts of the worms, instead of the livers of men 
But to return to the system of stocking-knitting. I verily bel 


Mr. Editor, that if all the women in town and in the country wer: 





to commence Knitting, before seven months the balance of tra 
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At present it is sadly the reverse: bills on 
London fifteen per cent above par. Now, I think the suspension ot 
stocking-knitting lies deep at the root of this evil. In the good old 
times when Washington was president, his lady was not too proud 
to knit stockings for her general. Then we had only one hosiery 


upward of two thousand stocking-shops 


would be in our favour. 


store; now we have 

Then the mother and g 
is computed that two mil 
and ank! 


ol 


Is knit stockings for all the family; now it 





ms of dollars are sent to Europe every 
bones of the New-Yorkers alone 
to kick both the beam and the 
Then our flour went to Europe 


vear, to clothe the feet 
Ti 
balance of trade in our faces 
the hundred thousand barrels per annum; now we beg from the 
I of of rye. You 


at whether my head 


s one article is sufficient tself 





by 
wheat a chale 
they 
detend 
utest of all tyrants, Fashion, 


or 


rmushel 





hungry Hessian a 
know, Mr. Editor, th 
and my pen ar 
not to their blame; itis that gre 


are right or wrong 
weaker sex. 1 speak 


that 


ilways ready to the 





has driven industry from tl wor. Iwish them to look back on the 
days of unsoplusticated en yment; for they are never happy, 
(those dear sisters,) exc pt their feet, their hand or their tongues 
are in motion. Neither would we see so many gray-headed spinsters 
wearing foreign hair; for those cold, calculating bachelors, who 
reckon everything by dollars and cents, would find it more profitable 
to take to themselves wives, who could mend their stockings, patch 
their coats and put the apple in the heart of a dumpling, than to live 
In a state of single unhappiness 

In those days of w i I speak, we had few lawyers, for the peo 
ple lived at peace with one another; we had few deaths by con 


sumption, for the women wore white Worsted stockings in winter 


instead of French silk; no foreign cooks nor French confect 3 
as the eatables and drinkables at feasts, marriages and New-years 
rejoicings, Were manufactured at home AURIE 





ORIGINAL TALES. 


VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES, 


THE 


AM PUNLAP 





























Mr. Georcr Gotvsuirn came to New-York shortlv after t 
war o! the revoluts M s and credit trom his native co rv, 
E nd He prosper le, married vas blesse i 
two childrer t l as er ¢ Vis they were girls 
and wished f is \ las sas born t ‘ s 
he said, his na nd fortune Years ss vay 1e « vhters 
grew up, and wer s ‘ ‘ s ele on shen n 
able Lhe s« Nas t ‘ it lLiome, ad mischievous at s« rol 
but althou ias e of ann v t s s Vio s lather, 
he was still the favou He was recerve to tne co ting e, 
and at the aye of twenty-one seu to the t i Cac 5 are 
company 

oldes hee Vas at this time twenty-! r ve 8 ol ge, 
1 prac il countenance i Yu ‘ ed 
to tl } se ¢ sord ta lor ‘ cou 
plexi Nas ehead too ‘ er eve mA 
approach »¢ t Ss { sistent wit i 1 
ideal of bea s edt eX <5 of her ‘ 
black eves ( et set ‘ Xpress 1 that ha tree 
increasing € iis ’ > s Amela Goldem Was 
hatitually st t t 1 Nished s ent 
not Only sé ‘ ! rs 1 re sple She wishe 
to marry @ wealthy man, and her nb sos prospects had sens 
diminished. este iad refs, it thev retired, either no 
encouraged Dy ler, o el ais inted Upon more intimate Know 
ledze ot er ¢ 

Mary Groldsmit er sister l been ood beantif Her 
brilliantly fair co exio e eves, and xen curls clining to 
pale gold e ra . brighter than the precious me 
her ever soot ‘ ‘ ra tace beaming w nite 
ligence, had per sat ed adimirers, who at first were more struck 
with the Juno-like pr re ofher sister: for Mary was some 
inches shorter tha Ame nd of most cde ite and tragile tor 
She was more a likeness of he ther, as Amelia was bv all said to 
resemble her { er M rvorded admir m. and was devoted to 
reading and house ld « es 

Mr. Goldsmith had wished for a son— he had a son given to 
him He wished that he nm t be wise, good and prosperous, but 
he had not ta © mie sto make him suc Charles had beer 
abandoned to | sell, or to structors careless of " ire 
while his father’s thoughts and actions were engrossed by mere 
tile ** operations.” lt e vear after the wished-for son had been 

admitted to partnership, the house faile Transactions not strictly 
honourable were scovercd—the voung man was involved a quar 
rel with one of his npanionus ad H m—a duel ensued, and 
Charles Goldsmith ft 

Mr. Goldsmith did tiong survive the ruin of his commercial 
house, and the ist of his paternal hopes he mother and daugh 
ters were lett verty 


j 
The friends of Mrs. Goldsmith interfe red so far in her behalf as 





to place her im ¢ imstances, by which she could decently mai: 
tai herself and da ohters, with their assistance Sne opened a 
boarding-h = Marv bee me 1 principal s ort of the estab sh 
ment Amela becean more scontented iitho i an assis 
tant in family affairs, she willingly wielded precedence to her younger 
sister, and retired in melancholy mood to meditate on cisappointed 
hopes, and to indulge the wrshk that eve vet some nich man micht 
otfer as a shar \ sf sr ‘ ose of her aged 
n er, a rae s mw ¢ t ae ng in heaitl 
1 ens once ni enance, a tendency 
to ’ Vv ¢ 1 Ml ‘ < ‘ ‘ r ey ’ 
nesmiies s s. Ww s ‘ ’ . 
she retire vas K eri t r ‘ 
which were ( sia s 
Thne | <¢ ‘ \ s, 8 e the Mrs. ¢ 
s < ms n ‘ rive { ) We 
| es Sas . ent asa If 
wakatl f fort s of ‘ \rnmerican, w Sse 
youth ass : dw constitution had « ‘ 


visit his native state, Massact usetts ; but having landed in New 


York, he purposed to pass a few days there. He was of ordinary 
appearance in every respect; but gentle and courteous in his mar 
ners, and evidently delighted with the contrast d by every 
thing around him, when compared to his life on ation im the 





West Indies 


As soon as his « ame known in the familv, Ame! 





ircumstances bec 





, that the wraehed-tor husba 





could not repress the flattering thoug 
had come 
Mr 


that he 


Crosfield, that nter's name, wanted a wife, now 


among h 





saw jUaintance such Comestick ar 





rangements and happiness, as he ilmost! ten dur is West 
India life. He saw with pleasure the delicate litthe Mary Goldsmut 
but for some days had only a passing glance, by accident, of anothe 
and very ditferent figure—he saw a tall and mayestick form, why 
vanished quickly from his view, but not before two brilliant eves ia 
been momentarily fixed ont arial the had been lowered to the 





floor, while a graceful curtsy answered his profound 











ration 
Mr. Crosfield was troduced to An a Goldsmith, who had 
vet ar pe ared at the table, and his admuratio nereased with her 
hopes that the deliverer had at last arrived Her m er was to ln 
made happy in competency as old age rached er sister Mary 
was to be releved trom tol littie suited to her streng i" s 
health perfectly restored by a sea-voyage—and for herself, we 
splendour, admiration and love 
Bott parties thus disposed, it may readily be imagined that V 
obstacles tervened, they were soo removed M sheid W 
very rik ind very good npered, and very Xlous t ‘ ‘ 
d ugh not so re ed or accon shied Ss the tamily « t 
Croldsmiths, he was verv t n love and verv ge 
Phe wished-for man had co otlere rnd tee epte 
e wished-for day arrived Ihe good Mrs. G sn oe 
much d rhted as Ame i Marv » t Arie ( N very 
rl ed herself in preparation for the we caste ey 
d in assis rto decorate the wi r tliat s ‘ 
Mr. Crosfield’s arriv ee t s ‘ 1 ‘ s 
me V But wher she appeared be © the s of the 
cese, the tnends of the Dbridegre ! those of he mot . 
the usual attendants s with te s ed every ¢ 
y e splendo ol hery ‘ aaa ‘iress of w ‘ A, « 
trasting with masses 0 er rave eves as eK 
now sparkling with a lustre never observe Her dem 
was mayestick and almos x ti ony, as es 
ed by the I scopal ( ! Ame one t 
Vas observed it she s esse is ‘ tn t 
occasior A wild, sco ers ‘ 
Ihe bride and her atte s etire l egroor 
ests wer the midst o Marv G nith 
» the nent ery vy tor ( ‘ A r 
Aho 3 Vv tainted Alls ‘ ‘ the s ‘ 
d the olde dy to support « ecove ers \ 
ringiv to the ‘ \l y i spectad ew 
every eve towards the xr when the bride ente ‘ ‘ 
( ss ofl scat es s ¢ s, s 
r fus p | sses \ ‘ ‘ - er 
her nec "| ® ers 
Where ts she ened Where is ve V pea 
ind | pines se e 1 save me I} ‘ y 4 
tl iV revenge v sro 8, are Vas iwi . e * 
) 4 She dias a ‘ c.w s ‘ ! ’ i Ss ’ t 


Phe marriage ceremony een performed in May. Months ‘ 
and in September, An rest » he i ‘ erly at 
to her shand, (w ids ‘ s ectio \ sid S atte . 
luring ber ma wked torw ' »happiness. | ' 
irs dt e far v Vis Mr. ¢ S plantatio 
pass the w er t Vest | s They we to re » New 
York intl s Mary's no rv ¢ ‘ i s were to be re 
eved, perhaps cured, by reside einawa er clomate \ ‘ 
every wish was cent | i pros s\ wore ! 

ind rtered a t s e was titted ft e act 
t of his f{ \ ‘ \ vas re \ every One ern 

thed wishes afarr wind : d epa t 

l ev are , I ve ve 4 eT 

d tears d wav sa ‘ . ] ‘ 

rale is fay alole ‘ ‘ 5 s, 1 H 

{ Neversink « i] t Dh ot re ‘ otters 
rances it ( e sm ‘ i in we I} Vas 
never he of more 





Aili the mustor nes rise wel t ne ( 4 
been avotde ce rae events 
different | i is eh atte | to } ‘ 
{Jess to making n poverty 
owe iis son's co { ‘ st \ . ’ 
“re i] t i ‘ ‘ 
Arne in ove \ re of 
not of an 0 ‘ s 
Me ks I he f | 
Im t answer as ‘ f Monk - VviIs's 
] itsay itis p aile | . r | t 
events in this story s many stances 
that are more ex v ‘ 
Lowwe FSPIRI The d ve ers nre f “ 1 
t ts of Vv . 4 s r ! 
ress i spirits Ww = . s s “ 
i ly s s “ re « 
v per * \ ‘ 
t W . “ 
I) . \ \ 
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FRAGMENT OF AN INDIAN SKETCH. 


BY GEORGE P. MORRIS. 





eee eeeer 


‘Tury come!—Be firm—in silence rally ! 
The spoilers our retreat have found ! 
Hark! their tramp is in the valley, 
And they hem the forest round ! 
The burthened boughs with pale scouts quiver— 
The echoing hills tumultuous ring, 
While, across the eddying river, 
Their barks, like foaming war-steeds, spring ! 
The blood-hounds darken land and water— 
They come—lke buffaloes for slaughter! 


See their glittering files advancing, 
See upon the free winds daneing 

Pennon proud and gaudy plume 
The stranger comes in evil hour, 
In pomp and panoply and power, 
To plant a weed where bloomed a flower, 
Where sunshine broke to spread a shower, 
And e’en our manly hearts to cower, 

And trample in the tomb! 


Right he forgets while strength he feels ; 
Our life he drains, our land he steals ; 
And, when the vanquished Indian kneels 
He spurns him from his sight ! 
Be set for ever in disgrace, 
The glory of the red-man’s race, 
If from the foe he turns his face, 
To save himself in flight! 


They come !—up and upon them, braves ! 
Fight for your altars and your graves! 
Drive back the stern, invading slaves, 

Ip fight tll now victorious ! 
Like lightning from storm-clouds on high, 
The hurtling death-wing’d arrows fly, 
And wind-rows of pale warnours die !— 
Oh! never has the sun's bright eye 
Looked from his hill-tops in the sky, 

Upon a field so glorious ! 


een reeee 


They're gone—again the red-men rally, 
With dance and song the woods resound 
The hatchet’s buried in the valley ; 
No foe profanes our hunting ground ! 
The green leaves on the blithe bouglrs quiver, 
The verdant hills with song-birds ring, 
While our bark-canoes, the river 
Skim hke swallows on the wing 
Mirth pervades the land and water, 
Free from famine, sword and slaughter ' 


eerrnnee 


Let us, by this gentle river, 

Blunt the axe and break the quiver, 
While, as leaves upon the spray, 
Peaceful flow our cares away ' 


eereenrer 


Yet, alas! the hour is brief, 

Left for either joy or grief! 

All on earth that we inherit 

From the hands of the Great Spint, 
Wigwam, hull, plam, lake and field, 
To the white-man must we yield ; 
For, ike sun-down on the waves, 
We are sinking to our graves ' 


From this wilderness of wo 

luke a caravan we go, 

Leaving all our groves and streams 
For the far-off land of dreams 
There are prairies, waving high, 
Boundless as the sheeted sky, 
Where our fathers’ spirits roam, 
And the red-man has a home 

Let tradition tell our story 

As we fade in cloudless glory, 

As we seek the land of rest 
Beyond the borders of the west, 
No eye but ours may look upon— 
We ARE THE CHILDREN oF THE SUN! 





ORIGINAL OUTLINE SKETCHES, 


WITHOUT A RIVAL, 
tY THEODORE 8. FAY 


* There was never any anything so beautiful from the palette of a 
mere mortal!’ exclaimed old Berto Linailo 

“ Wy 1 
for by no other means 
Antone ilo 

“ What delicacy wh 


boy has signed a contract with the father of mischief, 


that I know could this be effeeted'” added 


at brillancy—what harmony of colouriug '" 


observed Donato 


* T really am perplexed and confounded,” rejoined Berto.“ 1 be 


ain to beheve there is nm ugick nit 


* All the master spits of Florence,” remarked a fair lady of Ingh 


rank, who, among the rest, had come to gaze upon the parmit 





‘all master spirits in Florence may hide their heads now ” 


“Your art, signors,” added her compameon to the surrounding 
artists, ‘can produce nothing like that.’ 


* Did vou say a boy, Gruhetta '" demanded the lady 








“ Ay, madam, and with a shape as seemly as my own ; and that is 
something, I ween.” 

“So young and handsome *” 

““ His face is as fair and unsullied as any on his own canvass—as 
fair—I had almost said a3 yours, madam.” 

‘“« Nay, then, if he be so, it were worth a coronet to see him.” 

“* And have you never, is it possible, beheld him?” 

“ Never, how should 1; he has been away—abroad ; he is just 
returned to Italy.” 

“ Ay, madam: but before he went, and since his return he has, I 
am almost afraid to say, often crossed your path.” 

‘*Mine, Giulietta! what do you mean ?” 


“ Alas! 
you with a kind of adoration which belongs only to enthusiasm, re- 


madam, this young painter loves you—has long loved 


finement, mtellect and genius.” 

“How you runon! You are a child, Giulietta—you jest.” 
*“ No, madam.” 

** And if you do not, what care }. This young man ts audacious 
if he presume to think of me before I have interchanged a word with 
him—before I know his character or listen to his voice.” 

‘Ah! but, madam, you have listened to his voice. It was he who 
sung beneath your window last year, and who saved you in the path 
by the river from the ruffian Bandenelli. Despairing of your favour— 
for genius is ever modest—he withdrew from Florence and went 
abroad to foreign lands—beyond the Alps—I searee know where 
There his genius for painting drew all eyes, and he has carried his 
art so far, that no noble is richer and no painter more renowned 
He has just returned. ‘This is his first work here. The erticks are 
all in raptures, and his brother artists are dying of envy.” 

* Well, I hope he has long ago forgotten me,” said the lady, with 
a passing blush. “ IT remember the boy you speak of, a mere child ; 
noble and prince-like, certainly, but a silly boy I never supposed 
he had been bold enough to think of me ; travel has doubtless cured 
him. It was an idle dream.” 

* Ah! no, madam, Signor Dominica loves you yet; he sought me 
yesterday, and, to say the truth, induced me to persuade you here 
that he might learn your opinion of his production.” 

“Tt is most beautiful, it is heavenly; but where found he a face 
so lovely—not on earth, surely?” 

‘It is your portrait, madam, from memory, and he has really suc- 
ceeded in- 

* Hush, Giulietta, your tongue has no bounds.” 

** Look, madam, he has entered the hall at this moment.” 
“ Let us go, Giulietta, instantly.’ 
‘It is too late.” 


Yes, 


it is the stranger who has so mysteriously hovered near me—gained 


‘He bows to you, Giuhetta, and with the prettiest blush 
an interest in my heart, and then abandoned me.” 
* How, madam ! 

** What have I said ! 


have made me betray myself 


Ah! Giuhetta, you have betrayed me; you 
He is coming this way, too.” 

“Yes, he approaches—he retreats—he will retire—you may never 
see him again.” 

“Well, let him come, I will speak to him.” 

At a sign from the maiden, the young man approached, with a deep 
obeisance and a colour that rose perceptibly at the unwonted honour 
of being thus publickly presented to the haughtiest and most beau- 
tiful of the Florentine nobility 

* Young painter,’ said the lady, resuming her self-possession, 
and with a grace and sweetness that dazzled the eves and the heart 
of that fervid worshipper of beauty, “your production, which at 
tracts the attention of all Florence, has not escaped mine It has 
afforded me unmingled pleasure.” 

*T am too much honoured,” replied the artist in a low voice, 
‘when such eyes deign to dwell even for a moment upon the lum- 
ble work of these hands.” 

** No,” said the lady, raising her dark, soft eves modestly to his, 
and then lowering them beneath his ardent gaze, “ you are wrot 
gemus like yours is humble only to itself. It sighs over what to all 
other minds is perfection ; and even when it most triumphs, uncon- 
scious of its power, it most despairs.”’ 

* Speak again!" said the youth. * Years of toil, of despondency 
of solitude and hopeless gloom are repaid by the sound of your voice 
Oh! speak again.” 

* You may claim from us of the present day, what will be certainly 
} 


paid you by posterity—the meed of praise Report speaks of your 


having travelled.” 

*T am but just returned from Flanders—” 

* Where you have been studying the delightful art in which you 
so far excel all your contemporaries.’ 

** Did you mark that!” said Castagna, a Florentine artist, in a 
under tone to his companion 

* Silence,” said the other, * let us hear the rest.” 
“My tume was devoted to study and one ether oc« upation.”’ 
* What was it?” 
— 


* Grief for the absence of one I loved 


“Ts tim the north that you have learned this matchless skill of 
the pencil '** 
* Lam the possessor of a secret.” 


* A secret!" 


* Av, by which, more than by anv skill of mv own, I produce or 
the canvass the effects which please you.” 
» , ’ , : 
‘ By such a frank acknowledgment, von make us feel that vo 
have sometilung better than a skilful hand—a generous heart You 


ire every way fortunate. We have on this side of the Alps seen 
nothing so beautiful. In what way can I express my gratitude for the 


pleasure vou have caused me in matter more substantial than words!” 


“ You embolden me to give utterance to a wish which has long 
dwelt in my breast.” 

“Speak it. I know you would ask nothing which I may not grant 
before you name it.” 

‘** Yonder face,” said the painter, in a lower tone, *‘is the copy of 
one borne only in my memory, and till I approach the original, I 
deemed it not wholly unworthy. But now—I am in despair—my 
pencil is uninspired until I attain the triumph of my art by copying 
it anew from nature. I am aclaimant for the honour of painting 
your portrait.” 

A slight colour grew deeper at this request, and their eyes met. 
The lady opened her lips to utter a negative to a request couched in 
such bold language, but as she encountered the glance of this young 
aspirant after immortality, she changed her mind, as women some- 
times will, and said— 

“Signor Dominica ; I consent, you may take my portrait. Addio, 
signor.”’ 

The artist bowed 

* At four to-morrow, at the palazza D 

** Madam, I shall be punctual.” 

And they parted 





Dominica had received from nature the gift of genius. The same 
partial providence which had invested him with inspiration, had be- 
stowed upon him the form of Narcissus and the heart of Leander 
It sometimes happens that such beings appear among men recalling 
the golden days when the gods walked through the woods and min- 
gled among the shepherds. The lady of his dreams was like him- 
self, of half celestial mind and form. To his enthusiastick soul, this 
young creature had presented herself as the star of evening. He 
watched and worshipped it as something not of the earth—above his 
reach—a light created to illumine other and distant spheres—thrice 





happy he if, like a sad wanderer o'er the deep, he might sometimes 
behold it, and utter to its kindling beams his unrequited, his unheard 
prayers. What was his wild emotion when certain tokens awoke in 
his bosom a hope. a dream, an instinct indefinable as the light 
which first heralds the morn, but more intoxicating than the breath 
which rises from the vallies and plains, when the grass, trees and 
He had cherished only 
The first he 
Europe began to murmur his name with applause, 


flowers are moistened with evening dew 
two burning hopes—the one was fame, the other love 
had acquired. 
and it was already recorded where future generations might read ; 
and now, as if fortune in a laughing mood had resolved to fill his 
goblet to the very brim—the wildest and most delicious vision of his 
fancy was about to be realized. He was going to stand before that 
young seraph, whose eyes had already said more than his tongue 
dared to utter, more than his heart dared to dream. He muttered 
to himself in a kind of blissful phrensy— 

* To-morrow—to-morrow—at length to-morrow—roll on leaden 
hours—oh, when will it be to-morrow '" 


“A secret!” cried the knot of artists, gathered together in con- 
clave in the grand square by the old tower 


“| knew as much!” said Berto. 


*T could have sworn it!’ ered Antonello 


* "To be sure !"’ exclaimed a third—* I always said 1t wasa secret!” 
' 


‘The lucky deg! I, too, will visit Flanders '’’ cried Berto. “1 


ain only five-and-eighty—quite a boy 
** And how my haughty mistress, who queens it so before the rest 


of us, how she softened in his favour!” 


** He is a rare fellow, and rolls in gold.” 


‘*She will marry him if he wishes—she is young, and untamed— 


and her own mistress, withal.” 


** Jupiter—what a lucky dog ! 


* | swear,” said old Berto, ** I will go to Flanders too' 


It was night, and a very bright moon slowly ascending in the 


heaven, rendered everything as visible, only in more softened out- 


lines, as in the day. The young lover had wandered forth in a 


secladed path by the river, which wound for nearly its whole cours« 


through thick groves. He was not, however, long allowed to be 
ilone Castagna, the frend and guide of his infant years, joined 


ked together a long time, and conversed earnestly 


At length Castagna said— 


him, and they wal 
** Dominica, vou know I have ever chershed for you an affection 
all paternal. I have watched over your interests with fidelity and 
Vigilanes I have been your best friend.” 
‘* And so I esteem you, dear Castagna.” 


** But what ts friendship, Dominica’ It is mutual confidence. It 


is an interchange of each other's thonghts and sympathies. If you 
have troubles, you communicate them. If you have pleasures, you 
divide them Ah' I have a soul for friendsh p Too well I know 
what itis! Too long I have sighed for a true and real return!” 


**Am I not vour friend, Castagna 
**No '—oh, no ' 


** No—how—vou jest '” 


‘You hold a secret from me, Dominica. Between friends there 


re no secrets 

** But, Castagna, this is a part of my profession. To ask it of me 
You are 
stand at the head of the art in Florence 


“Not 


* But I freelv confess to all that, not skill alone, but 


is to ask my fame vourself so good an artist, that ve 


now—not since vou have returned.” 





a remarkabi 
mechanical discovery only, places me in the eminence w hich. how 


—you weep, Castagna—" 





* Did I '—why I believe there was a 





rop—I felt it mse to my 


lids. I did not know that it had left my lashes. I am old, and tender- 
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hearted—and sometimes I think that I am almost falling into my 
dotage. Yes, Dominica, I did shed a tear—not from disappoint- 
ment at losing the secre-—oh, no!—but at the fading away of a 
vision—a rainbow of the heart—a bright, deceitful, false—” 
«My dear and good Castagna, what is it you would say ? 
“ Your friendship, my beloved and once-trusted Dominica, I 
I pleased myself with the idea that you loved me 


” 


thought it mine 
Except yourself, there was no one on earth to whom my heart clung 
I have watched your 


secretly. I have seen you a boy at my feet 


course to manhood with I have not 


1 father’s solicitude and delight 
always, perhaps, sufficiently discovered my fee hngs—but—" 

“Yes, mv dear Castagna, I know vou have always loved me 
r own——" 


lif t th 


You once saved my life at 
“1 did 


ih ee 
“* Moreover, when I was in want, you furnished me with gold 


i¢ risk of yo 


I was determined not to remember that incident first.” 


“* That, too, | feared you had forgotten.” 
“And, Castagna—perhaps—indeed, I feel convineed that I have 


eht in concealing from you my inmost thought and know- 





not been r 


Yet, 


about to make a great 


ledge in relating to you the secret which you desire, I am 


You are now the first Florentine 


sacrifice 


after myself. Possessed of this secret, you will be the 


Yet, on condit 


artist, 


first ' that vou never reveal it, it shall be dis- 


closed to you.” 


‘*] solemniv swear it, dearest Dominica.” 
« Know, then, that at Burges I meta learned man, who taught me 


to despise water-colours, and to paint—— 


“ Well!” 
“Inol ! 
In oil ’—I see 


** Not one human 


And vou have told this to no one? 


Alps h 
Jot 


This paper contains the details 


t 


being this side the is the slightest con 


ception of it but we two It will 


teach you all vou desire. Now, have I not tested my friendship, 
Castagna’ Have I not earned your confidence 
*“ Nobly, Dominica 


be—this—and this—and this ! 


-most noble —embrace me—and my tl anks 


The moonbeams glanced from a glittering blade; its keen point, 
see & 6 a 


at each thrust, pierced deep to the heart 


e was a heavy splash in the rive r—the cloud sailed silently 





moon—the gently waved t! 


breeze iw tree-t 


from before the ops— 
Castagna stood aione 
“At lenoth!” cried he—*‘ at length, then, I 


I am without a rival 2" 


am the first m 
Florence 


This incident, which marked the introduction of oil-painting into 


the authority ot Lanz 


Italy, is related on 





LONDON LUCUBRATIONS. 


FACTS AND FANCIES. 
BY WILLIAM COX 


rttsements — Extraordinar 
Saving of labour anecdote 





predile 


Walking and stattonary adt 
variety of —Jews 


Horses, 


Ways of life 


trons- 
A very pleasant way of spending life in London, ts for a man 


to become an * advertisement,” either peripatetick or stationary. It 


the former, he still retains the privilege of a snail-like power of loco 





motion, and moves along from one end of a street to the other, en 
cased in painted, or printed and pasted wood, announcing to the 
publick the discovery of some certain preventive against de: in 
every shape—the superiour polish of a certain blacking—when ar d 


where such and such a line of coaches or steamboats leave town at d 


return. If stationary, he takes his place where two streets form an 


angle; and there, concealed between two boards, from morn till 





night, amid the giddy whirl and tumult around, he passively ex! 
* What 


Infinite 


his invaluable statements to the publick a piece of work 


is man' How nobie in reason '!—how in faculues!” ete 


etc. The truth is, there is a seareity of blank walls in the business 
parts of the metropolis, and the house-ends conta notices of “ no 


} 


trace s-people, 


under penalty of prosecution ; | 


bills to be stuck here,” 
therefore, who depend on glaring announcements, have hit upon the 


ng aman fora house-end; they get him, 


ingenious device of sabstitut 





li Nnug, the pomer, mn the famous tragedy of ** Pyramus and Thishe« 
to “present a wall !"" And he does * preset t™ one from sunrise 
until darkness relieves and reanimates him, and then, inthe language 


of honest Snug, he exclaims, (or might exclaim)— 





Thas have 1, Wa scharged so 
And, be lone, t away doth go'’ 
You sometimes los¢ f the semi-vital properties of those wooden 


We r one of them the ot 


cases were perus wT morning, when 





we pe rceived something oscillating at the top of the boards in a very 
singular manner—first visible and then invisible Looking closer, 
in order to solve the mystery, we perceived a smail, meagre old 
woman standing beside the announcement, with a prece of bread 
and a pot otf some ing hotin nd, doubtless a substitute for cof 


fee, wluch she ever and anon han led.in between the boards 


the advertisement taking its breakfast! and every 





bread or coffee to its mouth, the hea 


buards, and then emerged again The sight was not altogether lu- 
dicrous— there was a touch of humanity about it. The advertise- 
ment, it was evident, was not wholly without sympathy it had its 
ties and relationships Amid the thousands and thousands that 





passed it through the long day, without a thought, there was stil 
that 


interminabic 


the 


smal! meagre figure coming, creeping through 


ll some one to stir 


streets, to administer to its necessities; st 


not too dear,) when 





fire for it, (if coals were it went home at even- 


ing. It was yet a few degrees superiour to actual wood, or brick 
and mortar 

But it were an endless, and, in many respects, irksome task to 
attempt to sketch the unheard-of shifts, and strange means resorted 
to for a livelihood in London. Really some of them are almost suf- 
ficient to stagger the faith in the virtue of our existing social laws 
and covenants. True is the proverb that ‘‘one half the world knows 
not how the other lives.” 

And melancholy it is to think that while grinding poverty compels 
some to resort to such painfully-ludicrous schemes for the prolonga- 
tion of an unattractive existence, others, blessed with the most am- 
ple worldly means for their own enjoyment, and the diffusion of good 
to others, should be cursed with irrational fancies, which place them 
even lower in the scale of creation than human advertisements 

Next to man himself, no class of animals presents the inequalities of 
What a feeling 


contrast is exhibited between the proud racer—the imbodiment of 


existence so foretbly and dramatically as the horse 





speed and vigour—and the poor superannuated, attenuated occu- 
pant of the sand-cart—the very image of patient misery, waiting 
death. Nearly all the intermediate classes are to be met with in and 
about London, save and exce pt the enduring, strong bened, though 
not handsome hunter—the sort of horse that will carry fourteen 
stone for half a day, over the hedges and ditches of a ploughed 
country It must do the eve of an artist good—a Landseer, a Coo- 
per, or a Chalon—to stroll about the west end of the town, and not 
the superb specimens of this animal to be met with in all directions 


In greatest profusion come the stately carmage-horses, bnght bays 


with black le and skins of the texture of velvet. High-fed, pam 
pe red minions ' how proud they look as thev feel the slight check of 
the rems, amd draw themselves up. How aristocratically they glance 
towards the passing cabs’? and how very periect is the umon of 
beauty and power in therr large frames A race-horse and a hunter 


alwavs /ook a shade too spare when in proper trim; but these car 
riage-horses, though distinguished by the absence of all superfluous 
fleshiness, present not a single angular point to offend the eve of the 
most tastidious They are m the eract state for the tree, though 
not extreme, development of muscular power. ‘Then come the ger 
tlemen’s riding-horses, shghter and with more of blood, and, conse 
quently, speed and fire about them; the ladies’ pads, small and de 





heate, and graceful as their riders; the cab-dragyers, animals that 
have an air of faded gentility about them—horses that have, ew 
dently ter days, and still retam some pou ts of breed ’ 
but who have been debased and corrupted m consequence of the 

mode of life. and the keeping of low companvy—to wrt, that of the 

drivers. Still lower in the scale, sleeping on their stands, and in 
dulging in unagimary visions of food, stand * musery’s playfellows 

the wretched anatonmes, who cat about once a week, and dram out 
the dregs of existence in the service of old fiery-visaged, gm-drink 
Ing hackney-coachmen creatures physically in as bad condition as 


their horses, ar deal worse 


, @Xists not a greater contrast im aniunal ex 


the lank, dinnerless, threadbare author 


noteven b 





rejected of publish mnd in debt to his landlady, and the oily, lux 
urious, turtle-fed aldermar than is presented by those uid hacks 
and the plethorick London dray horses, particular Vv those attaches 
to the large ewenes These latter animals are, perhaps, not to be 
matched in the wortd I e but themselves can be t r pa cle 
hey are the ck ott largest horses m the rsland, and the ! 

ral size 1s Inereased y over-feeding, to truly elephantine | 

tlons Of course, they ve no wind 1 never proceed coke 
than a le rely Walk t. lor ¢ going heavy b or s t | 
sudden exert the er euurmous But what is chiefly to 
be admired, ts tr 1-te t d do v « the ‘ 
mendous brates ! te yor ve may ted the Stra 

ota ‘ co ‘ ence ¢ 1 nmense « ‘ ‘ 
des © ve eu ad sw es ts ré ven ‘ 

hility ont part of t , ) t ‘ 
neans ot ¢ you d your s ‘ ‘ ‘ 
ful to the ‘ rance. and be to ‘ e vontle t 
sters s, tlev are ‘ ~ “rT r yt 

tal ‘ ‘ duc i \ ve ‘ trast e two, ¥ 
cant ter that there 1s more truth a _— 

Dean Swift's i of the Hk ms and \ 

s erally s ed, or that ‘ , of 

ature to ackr t ‘ 

How ver itlle svn t | s tO ©xX be ‘ ’ ' 
lle ‘ cor t t how ‘ they were ’ \ ‘ 
nle | , rare ‘ t you sec e owner of ed Tle 

ew} “nol proceed ne cst fas ’ 1 \ neve 
ny ve thet “ J A ' A ‘ ! ‘ ‘ ‘ 
tillion. « or. le« nv cal that sto dow spect 
of « « curious to ¢ erve the has t s Ni ‘ 
ent ¢ is people ¢ l “ 
tow ev er rener era act ‘ 
most ¢ i to t } to . } rei llow 
sed sly ¢ ev avo ri ture i ene 
if the me | ! t N¢ we ‘ 

im 1 ar varia er hers, lex 

kers; 1 bd le kee; ) and, for th ost part, se 
toys nbre s d « cal men while the ywer orde 
ave, from time mmmemortal, been dist shed as boxers, and have 
emoved the monopoly of old clothes and or es 


A story was told gw one of those old 


ihe 


me the other cay, concernim 


clothes merchants, which very forcibly ulustrates saving of la 


bour principle, and the truth of the proverb that every one under- 
stands his own business best 
ow that the cry of 


undated ge 


Those who are familiar with London cries, ky 


a Jew who wishes to buy, sell, or exchange dil rments, is 
a sort of indescribable sound, which may, perhaps, be nearest ex 
pressed by the letters,“ Kio! kilo! Oklo!” G 


to London, and of a shy, diffident, but curious and 


. who was new 





tvety tempera 


] ossibly mean ; 


wiedye, 


ment, was sadly puzeled to know what this ery could 


and, laudubly desirous of adding to his stock of ki made 


several earnest inquiries upen the fruits of which were 


Ths G 


sulyect, the 


lar and rudicule 


ghter did not at all relish; and he, 
therefore, smothered his curissity, and asked no more questions 
but still the everlasting ery haunted him. What coud it mean? 
He p ned in thought —his appetile te ll off—he became feversh and 


irritable At might 
who carned bags upon the 


*Klo' klo' O klo'” 


restless pillow, and hurned forth to coo 


his slumbers were broken by visions of many old 


men, r backs, and unceasingly ejaculated 


and when he started from his 


ina’ 


vumeself, in every street o 


square he encountered one of those lor Md bearded, inserutable be ings 





and they glared strangely at him, and their! ps rroved, and out of 
their mouths came the everlasting “Kilo! klo' O klo'” 
Phis is not tobe borne,” muttered G to himself * my lite 


is rendered miserable '" 


*“Klo! klo! O klo" resounded from the Opposite side of the 
street 

(;—— lost all command of himself * My good lad,” said he 
ackiressing a pot-boy, ‘can you tell me what that man means by 
*“Klo! klo! Oklo' 

The pot-boy requested to know “who the gemman was pricking 





fur t off,” grinned im his face, shook his pots, and went off whi 
hing “Jump Jon Crow 

Ihe ice once broke n, Gi wenton,and addressing, mm hes bland 
est manner, a pretty nersery maid, who was taking t ¢ air with seven 
cluldren and two lap-dogs, re yuested wn expla thon of the mystert 


ous cry of * Klo' klo' Oklo'” 


Ihe nursery-maid, fully convinced that G was asking the 
road he knew, and suspecting hin of Giovanni-ish propensities, ex 
clammed im atone of conscious rectitude—* | amt what vou take me 


for'’’ after which she whisked off u 
I will ki Ll wr 


mined voice, and with 


a fit of wirtuous mdignation 


larmed G 
irked by the 


darted into the middle of 


Ww be satistied !" exc ina deter 


lus whole manner nu power of 


irresistible we as he the street toward a 


hackney-coachman, in order to reiterate his mquires 


The h 
" 


ipproach, in the pleasing 


ckney-coachman put motion as he saw him 


anticipation of **a fare ;"’ but, when he 


' 
eard the question submitted to him for solution, his countenance 
issumed a very wrathtul expression, and he desired G . in sub 
stance, to go to the miernal regions, only, not being a classical scho 
lar, he availed himself of a short but energetick monosyllable, sign 
ly rprecisely the same thing 
*1 will write to the secretary of the Home Dey irtment about it 
juoth ty 1 will not be baffled’ 
Just as he had tormed this detersaimation, a hollow vowe at his 
elbow pronounced the tatat sounds Klo klo' Okle' 
tj could stand i no longer: but, turnmne seddenly round 
resolutely confronted the mystenous one! 
Frend,”” said he, endeavourw r to repress his agitation, ** in hea 
ven's name, what do you mean by * Klo' kle' O klo' 
Man'” repled the mystery ‘why, | means ‘Clothes ' clothes ' 
old clothes what else should [| mean’ 
(i drew a long breath, took off hus hat, wiped the perspiratior 
i n hus tl rte es, looked at the man more in sorrow than 
in ange wn “ ib ead unpressively, and pausing be 
wee y word ‘ slo vi eater force to his rebuke, he ex- 
claim 
] ' ‘ ‘ cle lon't ve s old clothes 
Ss © man very civilly tyou had to ery that ery 
us | have a twenty t id timnes 1 a day, it wo lr't be long 
‘ dt ‘ ‘ ‘ uw trouble betwee saving *O 
k Old « 
It v Tha e G attempted no rey He put or 
| ‘ ; ox ent more i tus anecdote! the reader cat 





PENCILLINGS BY TILE WAY, 
BRIGHT MOMENTS ABROAD, 
ny NP. WH 

Cine ‘ ‘ nd agree per I ever Vy wa 
Miss 2 Tr ‘ iwersa ede remember 
tha Ly pe ever ew Sic M Shee t me that he 
remer ered ‘ pane was hb ‘ ote ‘ july but 
n 4 iN ‘ ‘ r ‘ r j ive ess to the 
current a . ‘ Awe is ‘ ‘ hay be so 
f tssec ‘ ‘ ' eo Ut # pours it forth, 
i Pactoins is sand! ' t She im still 
A t ls ’ ‘ i dsome woma or that te allowed 
eis the wreck of more thana ynmMor uv ‘ Ot iv tv, and 
Oks it Her person is remarkably erect er eves evelids (u 
this latter rese g Scott) very heavily uldes d her smile is 
pea ! It« kes me that it a vs > Atwere ever was 
Ibe smile seems to be the work of the sou 


1 have passed months under the same roof with Miss 
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and nothing gave me more pleasure than to find the company in 


that hospitable house dwindled to a“ fit audience tho’ few.’ and 





gathered around the figure in deep mourning whi h oceupred the 
warmest corner of the sofa. Jn any vein, and apropos to the grav- 
est and the gayest subject, her well-stored mind and memory flowed 
forth in the same rich current of mingled story and reflection, and 
I never saw an impatient listener beside her I recollect, one even 
ing, a lady’s singing ** Auld Robin Gray,” and some one re marking, 
(rather unsentimentally) at the close, ** By the by, what 1s Lady 
) doing with so many carpenters 


* Apro- 


—- the authoress of the ballad, 





Berkely Square is quite deafened with their hammering 
* said Miss Porter, “ this same 


pos of carpenters and Lady 
~raft. She was better 





charming ballad-writer owes something to the 
born than provided with the gifts of fortune, and in her younger 
days, was once on a visit to a noble house, when to her dismay a 
large and favhionable company arrived, who brought with them a 
mania for private theatricals. Her wardrobe was very slender, 
barely sufficient for the ordinary events of a week-day, and her 
purse cont sined one solitary shilling. ‘To leave the house was out 
of the question, to feign illness as much so, and to decline taking a 
part was impossible, for her talent and sprightliness were the hope 
of the theatre. A part was cast for her, and, in despair, she exe used 
herself from the gay party bound to the country-town to make pur- 
chases of silk and satin, and shut herself up, a prey to mortified low 
spirits. ‘The character required a smart village dress, and it cer- 
tainly did not seem that it could come ont of a shilling She sat at 


her window, biting her lips, and turning over in her mind whether she 


could borrow of some one, when her attention was attracte dtoa car- 
penter, who,was ¢ mploye d inthe construction of a stage in the large 
hall, and who, in the court below, was turning off from his plane 
broad and long shavings of a peculiarly striped wood. It struck her 
that it was like nbbon. The next moment she was below, and beg 
ged of the man to give her half a dozen lengths as smooth as he could 
shave them. He performed tus task well, and depositing them in her 


he village, and with her 


apartment, she set off alone on horseback to 
single shilling, succeeded in purchasing a chip hat, of the coarsest 
fabrick. She carried it home, exultingly, trimmed it with her pine 
shavings and on the evening of performance, appeare d with a white 
dress, and hat, and belt nbands which were the envy of the audience 
The success ol her Invention gave he rsp rits and assurance, and shit 
played to admiration Phe sequel will justify my first remark. She 
made a ¢ onquest on that night of one of her titled auditors, whom she 
afterwards married. You will allow that Lady ——, may atlord to 
be tolerant of carpenters 

An eminent clergyman one evening became the subject of conver 
sation, and a wonder was expressed that he had never marred. “That 
wonder,” said Miss Porter, ** was once expressed to the reverend 
gentleman lvmself in my hearing, and he told a story in answer 
which I will tell you—and perhaps, slight as it may seem, it is the 
history of other hearts as sensitive and delicate as his own Soon 
after his ordination, he preached, once every Sabbath, for a clergyman 
in a small village not twenty miles from London Among his audi 
tors, from Sanday to Sunday, he observed a voung lady, who always 
occupied a certain seat, and whose close attention began mnsensibly 
to grow to him an object of thought and pleasure. She left the church 
as soon as service was over, and it so chanced that he went on fora 
year without knowing her name, but his sermon was never written 
without many a thought how she would approve it, nor preached with 
satisfaction unless he read approbation in her face. Gradually he 
came to think of her at other times than when writing sermons, and 
to wish to see her on other days than Sundays—but the weeks slip. 
ped on, and though he fancied that she grew paler and thinner, he 
never brought himself to the resolution either to ask her name or to 
seek to speak with her By these silent ste ps, however, love had 
worked into his heart, and he had made up his mind to seek her ac- 
quaintance and marry her, if possible, when one day he was sent for 
to minister at a funeral. ‘The face of the corpse was the same that 
had looked up to him Sunday after Sunday, till he had learned to 
make it a part of his religion and his life. He was unable to per- 
form the service and another clergyman present officiated ; and after 
she was buried, her father took him aside and begged his pardon for 
giving him pain—but he could not resist the impulse to tell him that 
his daughter had mentioned his name with her last breath, and he was 
afraid thata concealed atlection for him had hurried her to the grave 
Since that, said the clergyman in question, my heart has been dead 


within me, and I look forward only. I shall speak to herin heaven.” 





RECOLLECTIONS OF FOREIGN TRAVEL. 


THE PARISH-CLUB DINNER. 


BY JOHN INMAN 


It is undoubtedly true, and the fact o 


des itself WIM the 
willing observation of every traveller im 1 ind, that the moder 


advances in mechanical science and comieretal activitv—the inth 


ences of steam and cotton have made sad havock among the rural 
pecuharities which once constituted the especial charm of English 
life and seenerv. Railroads, canals, and manufactones have usurped 


the place of much, very much, that was most beautiful and character 
istick in the physical aspect of the country, and the new modes of 
existence and social org 


proved not less detrimental to the simple manners, t 


uzation which thev have mtroduced, have 





re quaint, vene 


rable customs, and the homely, natural, out-speaking ideas and dispo 


Phe stranger seeks In vain tor the exftulition 


of those antique traits of which we read in the delightful chromelers 


sitions of the people 





of the olden time—tor those jovial observances which won for thu 


island-kingdom the hearty and expressive name of * merry England 


Geotirey Crayon’s Sketch-Book is almost imagimative—or rather a 


picture of what was, gloriously coloured by the warm imagimation of 


ured the goodly edifices built up by the hands 





a poet ‘Time has 
ot the generations that are past, but commerce and spect lation have 
lett few traces of the character and habits with which those noble 
edifices harmonized so well; and now they stand among the 
strangely-contrasting structures and pursuits of modern England, 


lanted race 





like relicks of another and su 
Yet there are some lingering remnants still to be found by such as 


will turn aside from the great highways of travel—trom the populous 


cities and the ever-thronged roads on which thev Le—and curiously 


iat os left of ancient English manners in the remote ham 





lets and villages that le nestling among the hills of the south-wes- 
tern counties; inthe rich vales ol Devon, and Somerset, and Glou 
cester, where the people are yet tllers of the soul 














streams flow on, undisturbed by the ceaseless clang 
and’ the breezes come down from the full-tops, ¢ 
broad, fertile uncontaminated by the poise 
gigantick ¢ whic in t manulact g districts, mav be 
een by scores, lowe gy ilar ove the steeples of the country- 
churches, and ever pouring borth t rents ol gloomy smoke, and the 
pestilent etfluvia of minerals, seething and glowing in the vast 
turnaces below 

It was fortunate for me, and contributed essentially, as well to my 
enoyvinent, as to my just appreciation ol 2 olish tile und scenery, 
that family considerations led me to | iss SeVETal months Ol INV soO- 
journing re on st rele ed to, as atio nm isu i tostan- 
ces ol « iracte aml custom gt os illected vy the era! 
ehange that has taken place througout the kingdom Devot it 
more than half a vear to London, and only two or three mo s to 
he northern counties, | wandered | rand largely among the 


towns, and villages, and hamlets otf Wiltshire, Somerset, Gloucester 


and Glamorgan—the poruon of England in which the classes ol 
society approximate most cariv to cu other, and in Ww ‘ tlie 











fewest mut s have been wre t by © ¢ | ence ol 
overgrown wealth and aristocracy on the one hand, or by the debasing 
action of extreme poverty on the other, 1 | was fortunate, more 
over, in hyehting Upon Various Observances pec ir to diflere sca- 
sons and ditlerent localities, which might escape the observation of 
a hundred other tourists, even if vare ott r existence, and actu 
ally seeking opportunities for tak then tit rsonal observatio 
Not the least agreeable, to me ist mir those ‘ sot 
England's better days, was the an il par ‘ » dinner of Yatton, 
in Somersetsture, at which | had the honour of bemyg prese asa 


ruest in the autumn of 1826 


form the reader that Somersetshire is one ot the 








chest and most ous, @8 Well 4s ios eautitul parts of Eng 
land ; but it hes out of the course generally pursued by travellers from 
this country ; and, having no lons of extraordinary magnitude, ts 
seldom honoured by a notice int ives me Whe owl rte 
book im hand, and come back with tived intent to publish. Yet there 
are many Oljects worth visiting The ruius of Glastonburv-Abbey, 
nony which grows the famous thor tree planted by St. Joseph, 
tho the time and manner ot to | ire miysterie 
ol which l co ld { t t : Bu Neal 
caves, the house it Wy ton; the 





the magnificent clitls of Cheddar, 





remains of Walton-Castle ; ar 
(vet more noted for its cheese,) are all within a day's ride of Bristol ; 


and when I was there the venerable Hannah More was vet alive, and 


her pleasant cottage at Barlev- Wood was almost daily the resort of 
one or another of the most dist ushed names in | rland, whether 


jor rank or intellect 
The village ot Yatton les a } 


little to the right of the miatn-road 





from Bristol to Bridgewater, and although one of th tin the 
county, consists of but a single street, with a po ore 
than six orseven hundred. But the reader must not fer it 
it hes ma thinly-peopled region ; e of the most delighttul 


containing scarcely a 


pecul irities Of Somersetshire, t 





town of any pre tensions to mag but few villages with as 








many even as a thousand mbhabits face Of the country ts lite- 
rally dotted with these rural co gregations, and that tl 
a dozen may be visited the course of a morning ive 
stood on Mendip, and counted twenty church-towers and steeples 
m sight from that by no means lofty elevation; and every one had 





its hamlet or its village clustering round the venerable chureh, above 





























whose sacred aisles it rose; and on a calin Sunday morning mt 
spring, | have plainty distmguished the tones of nearly a dezen bells, 
each calling a little band of worshippers to their peculiar parish- 

hurch, and each parish constituting a distinet community. But ] 
must hasten to the dinner 

‘The mstitution of parish-cl is not of verv eat antiquity, for I 
beheve they were introduced, at least m this part of En ad, DV 
Mrs. Hannah More The object ts simply to p ovide the means of 
reheving sudden distress, by death, or sickness, or other cas 
among the poorer classes of the peasantry, the mode least 
to the natural and commendable feeling of mdependence : to aflord 
a substitute at once tor the mortification and the demo zing te 
dency of an appleation to the parish wo oust It is in facta 
species of savi iws-Dank ; and is wisely ey red by the ‘ " 
wherever time and change have spared the beautiful feeling of m 
tual trast and kindliness which once existed versally Englar 
between the landed proprietors and their dependants The only re 
quisite for admission into a club, is: the weekly or monthly payment 
ola stipulated sum such as the labourer can easily atlord Irom his 
scanty earnings ind this pav nf entities hin ifter cert st 
of time, to a weekly allowance m case of disalulitv, so long as it 
co s, and hus widew or children to a considerable sum in hand. 
pavable at his death Ihe landlord generally acts as treasurer, if a 
resident on hts estate; and uf not, this duty is cheertully undertaken 
by the rector ot the parish, or some other lanabitant wnose ¢ racter 
mad circumsta es make him to te cd up te Vv his ! ‘ ( 
hours No portion of the fund ts ever expended testive meet 3, 
or applied to any use except that ly specified ; but in those 
rishes where t entry have the wisdom and the kindness to inter 
est themselves in the welfare of ther feriours, an annual festival is 
provided, generally at the expense of the propnetor, or proprietors if 
there be more than one, which takes place on Iter rvest, dois 
atte 1 bw the ore Vv ane eirt es \ nme te 
vicinity, but of all the estates w it t pe s of titteen o 
twenty miles. It 1s to one of these festivals that I would oduce 
mv indulgent readers 

The relative with whom I was passing a few weeks the autum: 
of 1828. was lord she-manor of Yatton. ho aa af 


His house plain but ample mansion, built m the reign of Gee ut 


- treet } 
ol the single street which 


ic first—was situated near 














I have already mentioned as constituting the village, but not upon 


IL; a pretty lane struck off at right angles from the street, and led up 
to the house, and also to the parish churel-—an ancient and goodly 
editice in excellent preservation, Suj posed to have been built early 
in the thirteenth century, with a square tower, and a noble peal of 
eight fine-toned bells. In this old church, by the way, are tour of 
e altar tombs, bearing recumbent unayes ol the dead 
crosst d 


those ant 





whose remains they cevered ; and one Of these, trom 
rusader; but not 





legs, | knew to be the monument of some 
even tradition has pre served lus name, or that of the } lous lady whose 
sculptured form reposes by his side Immediately in front of the 
church, and also of the manor-house, which had tormerily been the 
rectory, Was @ Spacious green, Known in the parish as Une Ponteld— 
a name, by the way, of wluch | could learn neither the derivation 


and on tlus Pontield were the tables set, under a 

















i it ita 

ge tent, or arbour, or compound of the two, constructed of 
oughs and canvass The tables were long and narrow, each hav- 
ing covers tor about filty on either side; the guests beimg seated in 
lour parallel lines, on forms put is10n The feast was 
provided at the expense of my liberal wi on a scale of true old 
english hospitality Iluge sirloms of beef there were, not by twos 
and threes t actually by dozens, inte spersed with here and there 
inoble round, and abiv supperted tor the a ) ng cor t by 
ititue ous legs of mutton, some botled and others roasted , the 
reat clothes ¢ lugved out eaePby a pair of sturdy plough- 
men, and eac 1 smoking potatoes, White as show and 
it Vus a ents; and tora Uanker lo cae askKkel Was @ 
woden tray, pited lull of the loveliest boned turnips Nor 
\ eu wy sweelness W vol a | urecn Savoy, Or the 
delicate tlavour of the white and sugary parst \ wshead of fine 
i { ‘ re t i uu t t ct ol t ' heuse, and 
ar er ol cider to bear it co inv; and one of these was stauvioned 
il erend ot edi or-te with the ad kKnecked mn, and a pail 
~ ding ready Dv Its side, lor economy ol Une in Ue Gispensauon 

vl e vener s and genial liqt 
The mvited guests at this fresco entertainment were some 
twenty in number all except mvysell proprictors of estates In the 
wighbourmng parnshes of Wimeton, and Langtord, and Burnnton— 


j i 


Brockley, Cleeve, Blagdon, and half a c« se names IJ 

















wave nm, but thew part tion mm the feast was rather quast, 
t V the lavourite ex ol a iearne secret , than ac- 
tua | y sat abuut at the tables tor a little w e, promiscuously 
pong the members of the club, but soon vicided the juaces to such 
I ‘ spectats sas thev recognized, lor there were many pre- 
sent in that capacity who were ot members of the Yatton club, but 
id ¢ it " om ole ‘ er of the parishes above mentioned, 
o see the f und, at « rved, make 1 ther the Yatton 
ie were worse or better than the brewage ol their own respective 
“ ) vada Tin ouse-servants ol mv kinsman officiated as 
\ s bearers Ss ( iscore ol merry lads beionging to 
t Is Ww e the da ters of the general enlertamer, wilh a bevy 
0 init s Irom country round al hovered around 
s, “on hospit « thoughts mtent,” to see iat all were duly 
( ‘ ) t t Sas due aud or 
de gement Of the teas perhaps, lor 
s r that I was myself no meconsiderable lion « the occasion, be- 
© first American eve eon m that fe ol travellers, 
i the grands mioreove ol tiv and respectable farmer, 
whom many present well remembered. I made it my busmess, of 
‘ sé er the OUS 6 ection Of My falr CcOuUsiUs, to make per- 
son i t « wit every one pointed out to mie sa contem- 
| y ol my grandfather, and was tattered by a general expression 
of wonder, Kindly mingled with delight, at t correctness with 
which | 5} oke the language, and the remarkable fairness of my com- 
i ' : 
It has been sagely remarked that there is nothing so strong but 
that it will trre at last—with the excé puon of a steam-engme- and 
ie appetites of the Yatton men were subject to the rule There 
sus no longer cad tor bee! or mutton, and the ciatter ol knives and 
forks grew hushed The dishes and plates were then speedily re- 
moved—the latter to be as cklv replaced by others—and soon ap 
pt d a tong and joyous processio om the kitchen ot the manor- 
house, led by Mrs. Cook in person, stoutly upbearing an enormous 





ling in a Vast wooden dish, smoking hot trom the cauldron, 





and sending torth neh steams laden with tragrance, that mught have 
overcome the seli-dental even of a Grab Kleven ers tollowed 
in its train, all ke goodly to behold, a scarcely inleriwur in di- 
inensions tot it file-leader 

Ihe tirst s this highiv-interest! gf procession, as It eme reed 





from the court-vard of the manor-house, was the signal for a merry 





eal trom the beils in the churech-tower, for ring is still a favourite 


| 





plishiment in this part of England, and is pertonned with all the 
‘ ] ¢ 


e ol tri iusand other 








scl 
evo chil co ever le the naines, or perceive the 
! a i won the hearts of the rir DV-the-way, Very 






soon after my arrival at Yatton, by making irequent visits to the 
clirvy, When thev were amusing themselves, and stunning the whole 


id pulling * Great Tom” tor my own 








share of the exercise ik good care always to atone for my num- 
; , : ; 

verless mistakes, by despatehing a lad with a half-crown and a huge 
venehit of my good- 





pitcher to the village ale-house, lor the 


wumoured instructors 





s, to the musick of the 


fine-toned bells were the crowning labours of the cook marshalled to 


1 this digression 





the festive board—the gentry, meanwlule, withdrawing to the manor- 


house, as well to leave the dimner’party at perfect freedom for enjov- 
ment, as to full a custom not less gratifving to their feelings, than 















“ to the interests of the club—I mean the subseripuon. I 
forget the sum collected, but it was not less than twenty or thirty 
cas—everv gentleman putting down his ece of gold, and seve- 
dding a hke amount for ea member of their families; a it 
was soO a d, that the colle on was presented to the person 
omted to receive it, just when the plates were cleared away the 
second time, and the «¢ b-mnen were preparing for an hour or twoof 
SSIp OVET f pipes a tankards Three hearty cheers were 
en when t s collected was yum d with the sound 
0 em yet r iy ears, we, the ‘ ‘ per house, sat 
‘ to the ation provided for us 4 ‘ g-room 
rt yur hos te ‘ 
OLD LETTER A Brussels paper states that the original corres 
pondence he prince of Oran W im the Taciturn, with Mar- 
iret ot ia, regent ott Netherlands, in the latter months of 








1566 and the be t f liscovered lately in the archives 


ginn l 
of the kingdom of Belgium. 
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r r< < TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. northern s 
ORIGINAL TRANSLATIONS. ony 
A contributor writes to us tn great dudgeon because we omitted to notece has de pny wastes 
- - ’ cltned ommuntcalton under thas cad He sepeads of not being ft 
SCRAPS FROM THE GERMAN OF JEAN PAUL. even worthy notice ; et on Now regrettieg, as we do most un " our shelter 
— that any one who h he ness to place has lucubratvons at our a sand-thes 
BY A BOOKWORM. should feel hu ’ we me ’ mer i h we do not notice 
= -_ und fais a " , “" mr n iMtons WA ‘were ’ n | itne 
* , rify of tnsten “ marks eel ‘ the » rot « wolves, and 
Women’s oprnions —Women are slower to change their opimons respondents; and im every wstance where these rema m ch t by 
ian men, because, with the former they are founded on impulse, levity or h ue 17 Lenow st vance ¢ ' Ihe can 
to whom the nm appate Thea “ uirede , 4 
with the latter on argument, or the opinions of others. Men's vers ah sae . “ eX so 
opinions are only adopted children—women’s, theirown. Yourim- shy student, with difident ten ue n were the me 
pressions, ladies, are so lively, that they yield to no reason, only to pas a oy ; = seate of 
time, or to a new and strange sensation. You have, too, a peculiar contin hose s com that & we mothe eT) TR ene 
faculty of forgetting your former impressions when under the in - . f ae ge " 1 men 
” = ” ’ ’ " r ' 
fluence of a new one, whereby you acquire an agreeable sense of de uficermt, and ¢ . y y 
your own infallinlity and unchang leness, in the same way as I = en bul « - , Sadia ia 
have known people with weak memories, who never were aware of t t ‘ t " " ’ ¢ ‘ 
i } 
the fact, simply because they had forgotten that they ever forgot pondent w “7 , 
urd 7 ' whele ‘ s 
anvthing. H aad "a . : “ 4 
Porviar 1GNorance.—Some rulers think that the masses of the of poe ; ian . * prove o le 
people are like horses in a mill, which perform their round of daily } J , when ¥ 
wu ‘ 7 , o, bu 
toil best when blind, and that cultiwation sho be confined to the a ae ope , 
higher classes. This idea isqgomething like maintaming, that the 4 nan hun eile 
“ . ae 
sun's rays, while they benefit mountains, would injure the valley; pate ; ; . 
and that want of cultivation protects the lower classes from depra- th , » i * 
vation, as the Turks believe that God deprives idiots of ther wits, to ae ' P d » ‘ nation e « 
prevent their sinnin a a 
Fr 
Prorit of READING.—Physicians say it is proof of a good diges 
: " . . : rr 7 rare > =P 7 ed « 
j i : t ounds i n ust at the beganmn \ 4 >) > 
tion, f @ man isa few pounds heavier than usual at the besimins — "(MHE, NEW-YORK MIRROR. U2" 
of a month, and then lighter at the end of ut.) Thave known some 
ail } ipl t have had excellent constin h 
eaders, who, on this principle, must ha u l ; 
, all ir . I } t aft SATURDAY, DECEMBER 30, 1837 elevate 
tions, for they displayed considerable additional weight just alter 
reading a good book; but if I called to see them a month afterward of wild came 
were as light as ever i] he British Association has directed &"V the te 
Facune rrom virtve.—To fallen man a Saviour was sent, but) ite strengon t . e *¢ — versal comnts ind Toad, twe 
none to the fallen angels. The backshding of a saint ts punished . eth this desirable s hee warde v the e of Ea 
more severely than the crime of a sinner \nd one fault is a con ce of MG ' st ‘ k imstitutions I ‘ wn 
lt to a noble nature, while an ign ® one 1s seared to 
tinuai torment ‘ t England has move 4 o of this ellec Js . vy Os 
a thousand; and, like Mithridates, nurtured on poison, ts invul 
ur ‘ S tierst « ‘ mad o man-ste ancl wee ‘ ‘ ‘ 
nerable by it. 
t ! » o eae t ‘ s ‘ 
MARRIED AND UNMARRIED WoMEN.—We get better acquainted with the s ‘ allowed to slumber ( r 
a marri d woman in an hour, than we can with a young g rl ina Wwinte I s 0 which our nat hone i ath 
week. The latter is a grecn walnut, from wh vou must strip off terest are lx concerned As the law of copyrig Vv OX ed 
half a dozen coverings before you can get a ¢ s f the inside: ists i ‘is CO v, we are the licensed robbers of the property of nat 
the former a ripe one, which opens of itself, ar splays the fruit others—the spitable plunderers of stranger minds—the sponges Fort Me 
within and Jeremy Diddlers of other people's mtelleets By “we we o nave 
Magnace The life of a married pair sl be like the path of mean the universal Yankee nation for it is preposterous to make vest SO | 
the sun and moon in heaven. For, though Piorbus burns and piratinae books an espe slurupon Ameriecat rs, W 
: gh piratin 0 ‘ | up merican } slit wh eV 
} Ss itis the humOler mroon at tits sive Wiose LOOKS ar ever ’ 
dazzles us, | otpee < ire the mere stewards ¢ d purveyors of the comm tv—the sa 
turned toward him alone, that attracts most powerfully ind rules , s 
. masters of the Letters of Marque which are fitted out and paid fi ore cw 
the seas, and governs our weather, and vegetation, and tertiity ' . 
“ . v their countrymen @ ral} : the erare of aia we expe 
GROWTH OF NATION Nations, like children, grow more rapidly bv their countrymen generaily por itional hone 
‘ " . _ ° " eS to . ‘ i *} ? 
and strongly at first, than afterward; and when men have arrived tt Dehoves our representatives ‘ ress vipe otf at once ri 
“i : : . ’ , 0) 
ata certain grade of civilization, they advance but slowly; as all stam and reproach that attaches to us in this matte But « t 
the stars mount more rapidly when they first rise above the horizon, ened considerations of national interest make the subject not les , Bt PeUee 
than afterward imiperative We lack a republican literature We need books to ' y« B 
Cavses anp errects.—Nothing shows the greatness of God in form the minds of the voung, other than those which are written t . 
his creation so strongly, as that the greatest events are made t onan e neculiar testes Sw . a 
i tone 4 eee Tene > to denen om moments and s ' ! 1 ‘ 
sult from the smallest or to depend on momen ind w cuinstanced differently, in every respect, tr wurselves. We w 
o hane by threads: shows how he abounds in time, space 
eae <7 Sees : works Which address themselves to hum ature, not to SITES \ 
— t historical 1 rs writt for the opl : 
- ' we wish to see historical memoirs rittcn lo nh eopice, not lor a 
Mixrecre of Goon anp pap.— Many men are like fishermen’s nets, : : det. t 
i dful of patro nov s that shall entor iles nduct. not 
which are provided with corks to sustain them at the surface. and D#uctul of patrons; nove ’ enforce rules of con = 
, 1 ’ yy le ] janners—romal! * uch hall ( ! 1 the 
weights to make them sink to the bottom; a ire of the eleva- ‘ ventionals Of manne rol ices Wi shall recommend th ore 
ting and the degrading doctrines of republicanisin, as those of * The mighty wizard” have ‘ 
GERMANY Good, honest Germany! how often have essayists embalmed the dogmas of feudal preyudice ; which shall enthrone LB 
and geographers called thee the heart of Europe! And so thou art; the principle of patriotism as Neott has elevated the sentiment of 
} 4 
thy pulse moves more uninterruptedly than thy hand, and ceases lovalty We wish to be taught to see with our own eves, and hear 
not to beat, even in sleep or in sufiering with our own ears—and not to go on for ever thinking and fee ' 
INTIMATE KNOWLEDGE OF GREAT MEN Great men are like planets vith the organs of perception and sensation belonging to str ‘ 
which, to their inhabitants, seem nothing but a lump of dirtyearth; , Sa ry . F ex educated person with t a 3 
A i snylane tit atniil rity ol ery ica a : iwilh he re 
while, to those who view them from a distan they appear like t clves 
] } | hhican lite re of antiquity, operates as a wholesome antidote t 
brillant luminaries. a , 7 
re Bp : . the poison which we swallow intl ‘ nable fictions, of, so-callec we 
Yournevi wisnes.—Our youthful wishes are like pillars of smoke, AG POISON WHICH we ae CaS Saree se CLUE & s 
' ° he] ' 1, het nd ; wanes a re OO 
which rise rapidly at first, then remain awhile in the air without as Lite wt drench the minds of our young people ie } od 
cending, and finally are dissipated. increasmg neglect of the classicks in our schools, with the increased seems to have 
Reretirions.—There are some authors who issue an ide as ssemination of the trashiest stuff that comes from the British pres times in mode 
merchants do bills of exchange, in three or four duplicates; and yet exposes us to the full effect and operation of its baneful and eflem po ds « 
wonder if only the first of the set is honoured nating influence Nor, while every profession holds forth a better the blades be 
a | ! » 
THE BOOK OF NATURE There are some ives in the great Book and surer prospect of distinction and profit than that of letters. w P D 
of Nz t , Heoible a han aa cea ; 
of Nature written in so illegible a hand, that a man must be very talent seek the outlet of authorship among us The passage of a pas 8 . 
lis h it. hefi } “ : { rh ‘ 7 
familiar with it, before he can read them anght hater git tanemeithenil aammaila esl: Gar abdheat tedien Gethin a || thet keneah 
] Y ' 
Usxcawret power.—All unlawful power, sooner or later, comes to : 
Mt chance of competing with foreign ones, raise p at once a new an nesses i 
an end; like those angry streams, whose very violence keeps hol- ; 
} : } ] } powerful class, worthy to become the mo ithpe ces Ol a Vigorous and wear Ue 
lowing and widening their bed, ull they subs to a peaceful level t 
Littie states.——Many little states are like organ-pipes, which are Chlightened people 
made large at first, only to give an opportunity of cutting them down ; French ext 
Scenes mn Florida —We extract the following interesting 
afterward, as may be wanted. 4 
PepawNntTs Some learned men remind us of insects. in which the C™PptHen of scenes in Florida from a letter we late receive na 
, , zallant and a molished officer o ty in that r Ont ( was 
immobility of the pupils 1s compensated by the number of therreyes, 4aht aha accomplished ore r on duty im that re ( ’ V 
and the slowness of their gait by the number of their feet morning of Sunday November the filth, we took 1 r neo 
GrowTu oF states.--Every state goes finally to ruin; which re narch from Fort Hieleman, East | ‘ ow t B t t t 
sembles a tread-mill, which men merely keep in motion, without ‘Tampa-Bay. With an escort of fo ounted infantry a he was discovers 
raising themselves higher. der the command of Major G——, were nong the most g wore 
SELP-PRAISE { man may talk of his past deeds or suffenngs » Ouitholecooches ve we vrdered to pass over the the ‘ 
but not of his sent ones. A hero may show his scars, but only ee ee Ne “ ales We were { ane vere OV ve 
a } 7 ~ — 
rive mm Ss so 
snp tS = € pec ir nature of ¢ es; a oug e lay ‘ ‘ 
Se.r-ime ance.—We draw our map of the world after the 
. } dense ad exte SIV cK } ad ove the ecrated ‘ - ove 
es of murow t lift ; a8 Sailors, On their charts iv down a P 
| | v the ves Major Dade’s imand, the ive fellows ‘ s 
the land in blank, and mark only rocks, shoals and sand-banks . 
Lirerary rame.—The temple of literary fame is lke that of M TAOTS CSR Cucs wie tes a os Woods 
7 t t { ‘ * 4 
nerva of old, wherein was erected r to Oblivier meet him once i he ve ‘ terme one 
ForTITUDE OF THE SEXE Men bear the burdens of this life on necessarily slow a ‘ s, the monot ‘ ‘ + af hie « 
their heads, women on their breasts le pine rrens be calculates pive 2 ‘ : || enten’s His 
Love.—In the h fields of love, we sow new harvests of joy, UTNE this At noouday ex ) 
rent 4 . , ,>?> TS 
even while reaping others. a sun, whose warmth is hardly equalled by tha e warn GB? The « 











numer amd at nig to dews barely surpassed by the 
showers; marchmg daily over a desert of sand and 
siete ? tiv on the coll gro nd, the broad heavens 
with e sickly company of ground-snakes, gophers 


* «’s, Or moschetoes, chengers, and reptiles of every 
ve; our only musick the melancholy wit f 
! v ot trogs Ye fates! what a march was “H 
sof Bonapart those of Sweden's Charles ‘ we 
“ vept be St ¢ had not w s ‘ 
st« as lav when « 1 1 to this t 
There is, w ‘ arity ‘ ‘ 
1 pa < y a | « tur ‘ s 
! ( vi ( tt ol ‘ mh 
ri " s. where = iM l 
ve pee ert { ‘\ 
i “ t . ‘ 
I ‘ 
! ‘ vi ch, 18 sole \ 
‘ cf i 
i ‘ ‘ ‘ 1 t i 
‘ . ATit s \“w ‘ 
i the fl st . i men 
" ete etly ound 
\ a la r t th «le 
‘ i ‘ As ol phaers lve ‘ ¥ jest 
scene of comm ‘ omance and solemn 
M e stands ont s 1, anal ne t ne ol 
t bee Its ‘ nore 
s ort ! this « \ sted 
ea d, and t Walt ‘ alleadl bey 
\ ve tat be I Ss on the Tampa 
s ‘ " s uM t l o te OUnaary 
aw » l « Nate Wi j issn 
‘ (; l el ‘ Was shot 
‘ ‘ s e So M Rogers, and 
| “ siya ‘ he The I 
‘ es ! the 1 I “ 
divers ticks, much to the 
\\ rt mer t 
it eco t / alin at Ly attic t 
| ‘ eva oss s, than 
vil bile s were W ‘ l 
f ‘ “ ire te lh ‘ ‘ We 
‘ la t ! on the 
Mr M i ‘ et war be 
' tad ex of the 
“ ‘ ‘ ‘ The sare 
i ‘ int ete ‘ ‘ h 
Ma set " ‘ ove, 
We \« 4 beertat 
‘ ‘ Wi ‘ s t he Drack 
s l WV We ve bee much 


‘ #4 one « ‘ ‘ ivestiod 
Bulwe ‘ cares eM 1 tow week 
veve iithero t ! aa | t hon who 
‘ il ‘ oved at bay his caricature nu 
tempt Ile writes te How any person 
( cs oud Tt esque lo be a grave 
Ls ot is a mystery to me 
\“ ’ oe d PLIScap pore vended 
ot i ! ner Whieh, m omy 
‘ notice On \ We assure our tnendly 
u i ve ‘ ou al a Thiisappre 
t ‘ k e 4 cks “show 
‘ " 
‘ 8a \l bai Sponser, ¥ itely 
Cy e | pape 
‘ ‘ traces of feud 
\ Ach ‘ mberols esand 
wi ‘ eut ty several ol 
ad oues ys Norma I've 
Ry , ¢ pa s ne me remels 
The ess bolo ‘ the ¢ nile 
eis t wars ¢t t ! 
Khe ‘ ure vet é ! and still 
a the sor cut Alers one of 
tas ire osed to be of Norma 
i Wash Dh ‘ e Father of | 
‘ ‘ 4 ‘ ! mh othe 
Mr S I" ‘ Wher 
‘ { W ashengts 
sondertat \ Phe lofty brow 
‘ eu ‘ et ' ‘ 5 preserves 
r d . | endant 
P e shee t m 
‘ ‘ ect ‘ 
t t vi 
I’ ! trends © poet, w = bee tly 
s \rne t ‘ re ! obtain a 
I — by vil » the ork; of whe 
New. Vu t . : © { wine 
te s o! the present zit t 
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SECOND VERSE 


This is the hour for love and romance 


Now that the twilight grov s deeper; 


Leave the dull sage in oblivious trance, 


Leave to his visions the sleeper. 


We that are waking, impatient for bliss, 


Know that its pleasures are fleeting; 


Then lose not a moment so precious as this, 


And so made for a fond lover's meeting. 
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THE FINE ARTS. 


We were pleased to see, on our lust yisit to Mr. Chapman, that, 
among other preparations for the great national pieture whieh ts 
committed to his skill, he has erected a painting-room, with the 
proper light and other convemeuees for achieving a great picture 
Some one has remarked, that a poet may compose a poem as he 
walks the street, and procure pen, ink and paper, at any grocer’s 
shop he chooses to stop at. Did not Savage write his tragedy of 
* Sir Thomas Overbury.” in this manner?) But a painter cannot 
work without many and costly aids; and a large picture requires 
a great room, which 1s not to be obtained without cost, wie propor 
tion to its size and accommodations. On the easel of Mr. Chap 
man, we were gratified by the view of a smaller production than 
the anticipated painting for the metropolis. Ia it, ave and youth 
were happily contrasted, in an old man and his grand-daughter 
We observed other pictures (on the small seale) commenced; so 
that the great work will not deprive our annual calubition of the 
result of all this artist's present labours 


NEW Books, 


The publishing business has been so seriously depressed by the 
causes which, more or less, affect all others, that our book-table has 
not, for some time, exhibited much that ts worthy of especial com 
ment. Lockhart'’s life of Scott, first issued by c arey and Lea, 
which old-established house has presented th pe blick with several 
light and amusing works during the autumn, is, be yond all com 
parison, the hon of the season, as is shown by the publication ef a 
neat Boston edition, and the commencement of another in New 
York, before the Philadelphia one 1s halt exhausted, We have 
already reper atedly conmented upon i, however. “Tales from the 
German” is the ttle of two well transla ited volumes, published by 
tussell, of Boston, from which we gave au interesting extract in our 

istnumber. The name of wet Lover, whose writings have been 
often quoted in the Mirror, has probably been already a passport 
with our readers, for his new novel of Rory O' More In the way 
of American publications, “A New Financial Project,” published 
by the Carvills, with other pamphlets upon the currency, seem, for 
the time, to have taken the place of hghter works; while useful! 


volumes for reference, like that of “The Family Nurse,” by the in- 
defat gable Mrs. Child, or ethi al treatises, like Dr. Alcott’s little 
work, * The Young Wile,” published by Geo. W. Light, keep up 
the popularity of the increasing class of family books which the 
cenms of Miss Sedgwick has done so much to recommend. 


Adlard and Saunders, 46 Broadway, have in the press, and will 
publish ina few days, among others, the following new works 

‘The Deserted Bride and other Poems, by George P. Morris.”’—‘‘ A 
Plea for Authors and the Rights of Literary Property, by an Ame- 
nean,”’ which, we understand, will e mtain some facts and illustra- 
tions not hitherto presented to the publick, on this important sub- 
eet, and will doubtless excite very general attention, as this in- 
teresting 
A. H. Stevens's Lecture on the Prmary Treatment of Injuries,” 
ete. —A new edition of Miss Martineau’s “ Society in America,” 
ete.— Also, just published, second edition of N. P. Willis’s “ Melanie, 
and other Poems,” with a portrait.— Mrs. Jamieson’s * Characteris- 
ucks of Women,” with the etchings, by the author.—“ Lafayette’s 
Auto-biographical Memoirs and Correspondence,” ete. 


We understand that the Harpers will shortly open the publishing 
campaign with great force. The following works, as we have as- 
certuned, are either in press, or immediately forthcoming :-—“ Crom- 
well,” by H. W. Herbert, Esq.—“ Burton, or the Sieges,” by Pro- 
fessor Ingraham.—“ Pelayo,” by Mr. Simms.—* The Blind Girl,” 
by Mrs. Embury.—Roberts’s “ Embassy to the 
Cochin-China, Siam, and Museat.”’—Continuation of “ Ernest Mal- 
travers,”’—Fourth edition of Stephens’s “Incidents of Travel.” 
Turner's © Sacred History.”—“ Cesar, with Notes,” ete., by Pro 
fessor Anthon.—‘*Pymm’s Narrative of his Shipwrecks,” ete. 
“Scenery of the Heavens,” a new work, by Dick.— Fielding’s 
* Ameha.’’--Several volumes by Mr. Paulding and Mrs. Sherwood. 


BROKEN HEARTS 


Love hath broken hearts 
Since first the world began: 
Woman sull dies by Cupia’s darts, 
But not so dieth man. 


LINES WRITTEN BY REQUEST, 


IN A LADY'S ALBUM APTER A WEEK'S DE TENTION 


and important question 1s now before Congress.—“ Dr. || 


Eastern Courts of 


By night and day, by day and night, 
By radiant sun, by pale moon-light, 
I've sought the muse seven mghts and davs, 


Who once unsought inspired my lays 


Now round Parnassus’ sacred fount, 
Hour after hour in vain I count, 

In vain I linger on the brink, 

The fickle muse withholds the drink 


Jealous, oh, nine' you are, I deem, 
Of her I fain would make my theme ; 
Well may ve be, for I defy 

Your nine-fold orbs to watch her eve 


Phidias, alone, could mould such eharme, 
Such swan-like bust, such rounded arms 
Titian, alone, such tints might seek 


As blend in beauty on her cheek 


Her lips of rose, without a thorn, 

While onent pearls their blush adorn ; 
And oh! 
On him it falls sheds happiness 


the smile those lips possess ' 


Her taper fingers, fairy hand, 

Seem tormed to wield a magick wand ' 
Her graceful movement,—I dety 

The muse to match its poetry 

Guard, then, oh, Nine! your jealous Irre, 
I need not ask it’s latent fire, 

To sing the charms of one whose eves 
Can beam the spark your hate denies 
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